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‘Someone had kidnapped her, and kidnapping 
always had a reason, no matter how 
twisted it might be...’ 


Thus begins a novel which could have served as 

the scenario for the kidnapping of Patricia Hearst 
the night of February 4, 1974. It is an interracial, 
ideological scenario for sexual terror that abounds 
in parallels which even the FBI found startling 
enough to investigate. Whether coincidence or 

not, the gnawing similarities between the fiction 
and the actuality of America’s first political 
kidnapping are urgent enough to command the 
attention of every reader who has followed the 
headlines in the nation’s press. Here is the amazing 
prophetic novel upon which the film ABDUCTION 
is based, which provides a fascinating new 
dimension to the kidnapping story of the decade. 


This book is sold subject to the condition 
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of without the publisher’s consent, in 
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INTRODUCTION 


The novel on which the film Abduction is based was 
originally published in California sometime in 1972, under 
the title. Black Abductor. The date of publication is 
important. Almost two years later, the FBI launched an 
investigation to find and interrogate the author, while 
the news media were referring to the book as the ‘scenario 
for the Patricia Hearst kidnapping’. 

The book is a remarkable document. Written by author 
James Rusk, Jun., under the pseudonym Harrison James, 
in less than a month for a flat fee of $500, the novel 
would, most likely, have had a short life had it not been 
for the series of events that began the night of February 
4, 1974. That is the date Patricia Hearst was abducted 
from her campus apartment. 

The novel took on a new life when it was purchased 
from its original publisher by Grove Press and reissued 
in the summer of 1974 as Abduction: Fiction Before Fact. 
This book, along with the text of the novel, included an 
introduction that recounted the history of the book and 
its relationship to the Hearst affair, as well as a series of 
documents relating to the kidnapping. The text of Black 
Abductor was somewhat revised by the Grove Press 
editors with the permission and co-operation of the 
author. 

The dramatic parallels between the fictional story and 
the historic event it prefigured are startling. Even a brief 
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listing of some of the key elements in the novel — and. 
the obvious similarity to the Patty Hearst case — provides 
a match-up that seems to defy statistical possibility. 


The name of the abducted young woman is Patricia. 

Her family is prominent and wealthy and her father 
almost a symbol for the American Establishment. 
She attends a university named Cordell, but its 
description could easily pass for the University of 
California at Berkeley. 

She is with her boyfriend at the time of the kid- 
napping; she is carried off half-naked; the boyfriend 
is beaten and initially suspected of being an accomplice. 

Perhaps even more remarkable is the description 
of the fictional abductors and how closely they resemble 
actual people in the SLA. 

Patricia is carefully selected because of what her 
family represents, and she is held for political ransom. 

The group consists of both blacks and whites, male 
and female. 

They use polaroid photographs and the mails to 
make known their demands and to verify the identity 
of their hostage. 

Sex plays a central role in their attempt to break 
down and ultimately convert their captive. 

At least one of the radical women has a decided 
preference for members of her own sex. 

But the real shock is the conclusion of the novel. 
The fictional Patricia renounces her family and joins 
her captors in their revolutionary cause. 


In 1972, a novel whose plot asked the reader to believe 
that a young woman from a most privileged background 
who is kidnapped for political reasons becomes sexually 
involved with her abductors and chooses to reject her past 
life and family to become part of the group that kid- 


-napped her could easily have been dismissed as un- 
believable. But by the spring of 1974, when Patricia 
Hearst announced to an amazed world that she would 
thereafter be known as Tanya and live the outlaw life of a 
self-styled revolutionary, the novel was not merely believ- 
able, it had become prophetic. 

Not only could it happen, it had happened. The novel 
had anticipated most of the incredible developments in 
the political kidnapping of the century. 

But how does one explain the relationship of the book 
to the real occurrence? Coincidence or imitation? Was 
such a political kidnapping bound to happen in time and, 
in retrospect, was Patricia Hearst an eminently likely 
target? Or did members of the SLA actually read the 
book and lift the idea and plan directly from its pages? 
If the question is ever answered, it will only be by some- 
one who was there and knows. 

The film Abduction employs for its narrative structure 
the same broad parallels of similarity that exist between 
the novel and the event. However, the dialogue, charac- 
terizations, specific events, and conclusion of the film 
are all original. 

The design of the film was to use the basic event as 
described in the book and build around it a dramatic 
story with high entertainment value. An example of the 
differences between the novel and the film is the ending. 
The novel simply stops after it is apparent that Patricia 
wants to commit herself to the revolutionaries and after 
their basic objective has been accomplished. The reader 
is left expectant, with no resolution as to the possible 
escape or future involvements of the principal characters. 
For the film, this ending was not satisfactory. The film 
script demanded that Patricia commit an act of violence 
from which there was no retreat. 

The ways in which the film differs from the book are 
also the ways in which it is distinct from the real event. In 
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the film, the group uses video ae to record Patricia's 4 
messages. These tapes are delivered to television stations — 
and rebroadcast over the air. They also record on video ~ 
tape a calculated sexual assault on Patricia. Video tapes 
do not appear in either the novel or the Hearst affair. 

The real event is history, albeit ongoing history. The 
novel, while delivering large measures of interracial sex 
and socio-political dramatics, is of special interest because 
of its bizarre relationship to the real event. The film is an 
attempt to take the compelling dramatic ingredients that 
characterize the novel and deliver a movie that is pro- 

- vocative as well as entertaining. 


— Kent E. Carroll 


MISSING MS HEARST 


Report by Ian Ball 


Reproduced by permission of 
The Daily Telegraph Magazine 


It was America’s first political kidnapping. It had so many 
elements rolled into one — a fragile, pretty blonde heiress, 
a mysterious underground terror group, a new form of 
feed-the-poor ransom, a police-shootout, a bank hold-up, 
the FBI foiled, an old lover rejected, a new one taken 
briefly from the guerilla ranks and then slain, the mystery 
of a rich girl’s conversion to foul-mouthed terrorist, the 
hokum of revolution under a seven-headed snake emblem, 
and so on — that even a writer of pulp fiction might have 
had qualms about tossing them together in a single plot. 

The Patricia Hearst story is already manna for the 
publishers and it will soon be up there on the screen. 
Rival screens, in fact, for two competing productions are 
due to be released in the United States this summer and in 
Britain a few months later. 

One is called Patty, the other Abduction. While they 
exploit the same crime, they are, however, very different 
pictures with perhaps only two elements in common: they 
were turned out in short order by independent producers 
working to tight deadlines and modest budgets, and 
neither is likely to be recommended for family viewing. 
(Even the FBI concedes that Patty spent some time in bed 
with her captors; at one point the Bureau was trying to 
track down abortionists whose services the girl may have 
sought in, of all places, a lesbian commune in 
Colorado.) 
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‘We shall get an “R” rating [restricted - children 
admitted only with adults] and we’re happy with that,’ 
says Kent Carroll, the producer of Abduction. The censor 
hasn’t yet seen Patty, but it, too, will not be a Saturday 
matinee offering. 

Patty is a film done almost entirely from newspaper 
clippings of the actual events since Miss Hearst’s abduc- 
tion in February last year. The producer, Robert L. 
Roberts, President of Trans World Attractions Corp., 
New York, launched his productions with a search for 
someone who looked like Patty Hearst. His search ended 
when the telephone rang early one morning in Roberts’ 
home and a casting agent announced: ‘Stop looking — the 
girl is found.’ She was one year older than the leading 
lady of the real drama and was starting to get established 
as an actress — minor roles in television’s Hawaii Five-O, 
and small parts in Three Days of the Condor and The 
Massage Parlour Murders. Roberts interviewed the girl, 
22-year-old Sarah Nicholson, and signed her that day, 
delighted to discover that even the police thought she 
looked like Miss Hearst. Three months after the kid- 
napping, Miss Nicholson was stopped and detained briefly 
on a New York street by a patrolman who was, in her 
words, ‘dead certain he had snared the catch of his life- 
time. Fortunately, I just happened to have my birth 
certificate with me. He was a very disappointed cop.’ 

Whether a press agent is priming her or not, Miss 
Nicholson talks of other more profound similarities, even 
a shared political outlook. 

‘The real Patty went to the University at Berkeley and 
_ I went to Kent State,’ she said on location this spring. 
‘Patty’s dad was a millionaire in publishing and mine 
made it in oil. In a strange way, I feel like Patty Hearst, 
especially during the filming, and sometimes when I’m 
alone with myself and go in for heavy thought. 

‘There’s so much needless suffering, so much dis- 
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proportionate wealth in this country that it’s really not 
difficult to understand why she did what she felt she had 
to. Believe me, when I did the bank scene and one of the 
customers picked his head up from the floor to see the 
action, the Patty in me took over. I almost booted his 
head off with the tip of my boot.’ 

This sequence was filmed in a New York branch of 
the European-American Bank and the actors turned in 
such good performances that the tellers rated it as the 
dramatic equal of a real hold-up at the same branch a 
few weeks earlier. Miss Nicholson agrees. ‘I’m sure I 
turned in my best acting at the bank,’ she says, having 
already dispensed the standard starlet remark about Patty 
being ‘the most demanding, challenging and rewarding 
role I’ve ever been offered’. 

Roberts is so set on putting the ‘real’ Patty Hearst story 
on film — and damn the legal torpedoes from the Hearst 
family attorneys - that his production, in a sense, is an 
open-ended one. ‘Whether or not Patty is apprehended 
by the authorities, or gives herself up before I finish edit- 
ing, is insignificant to the movie,’ he says. ‘Although the 
picture is completed, if there’s any fast-breaking devel- 
opment, I’m ready to go back into production for the 
final chapter.’ 

Of the two films, Abduction is the more cerebral and 
the more ambitious. At least everyone involved in the 
production tried hard to lift it up from being just another 
B-movie. The industry is prepared to give it, perhaps, a 
B-plus. 

It is a Patty Hearst story without actually being tied to 
the real drama. It is based on a book entitled Black 
Abductors which a now-defunct San Diego publisher 
brought out in the summer of 1972 and which hardly 
anybody, it seems, apart perhaps from the Symbionese 
Liberation Army, bothered to buy. It was written by 
James Rusk Jun., a Southern California engineer who, 
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under the nom-de-plume Harrison James, has dozens of 
paperback yarns to his credit. 


Two years before the Symbionese abruptly entered Miss 
Hearst’s life, Rusk thumped out a paperback which un- 
cannily foretold much of the actual kidnapping. His kid- 
nap victim was even named Patricia, although her sur- 
name was Prescott rather than Hearst. Her abductors, 
like the Symbionese, were a mixed group of determined 
radicals — black and white, men and women ~ and their 
ransom demand of Patricia’s father, a conservative Cali- 
fornian millionaire, was political rather than monetary. 

When the book achieved instant celebrity after the 
Hearst kidnapping, New York’s Grove Press did a quick 
and shrewd deal - all rights, including film rights, for 
$17,500. They changed the title to Abduction: Fiction 
Before Fact and soon had 200,000 copies onthe paperback 
racks. To jog the slower minds into realizing that their 
offering had a link with the real-life drama, Grove Press 
used as their cover the celebrated picture of Miss Hearst 
posing menacingly with a carbine in front of the Sym- 
bionese seven-headed snake banner. Kent Carroll, the 
director of Grove Press’s film division, realized there was 
a film in it and plunged into the quicksands of fund- 
raising for an independent production. He put together 
$400,000 — ‘a major studio perhaps would have spent 
twice as much in making the sort of picture we have 
made’ — and set to work writing his own script. 

For Patty he chose Judith Bergan, a 22-year-old actress 
who is the darling of the Chicago stage. He was not 
searching for a Patricia Hearst look-alike, and did not 
end up with one for his leading lady - Miss Bergan is a 
petite brunette. ‘But there are moments in the film when 
she’s an idealized, fantasy version of what Patricia Hearst 
might look like today,’ Carroll claimed in our interview. 
‘Also she’s very sexy.’ 
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- Having said that, and acknowledging his film will offer 
four fairly explicit sex scenes, including an initiation rape, 
Carroll insists the film will not be without Social Meaning. 
‘Tt offered us the chance to dramatize some very interest- 
ing things about the way we live and think,’ he told me. 
‘Tt has a lot to say about American culture and politics.’ 
He maintained that his approach to the story was 
‘apolitical, although many will think eat it’s sympathetic 
toward the kidnappers’. 


Sex rears its Symbionese head early in the plot when the 
black leader of the kidnap group (‘Dory, in the film, the 
late ‘Field Marshal Cinque’ in reality) rapes a blindfolded 
Patty while a videotape camera records it all for delivery 
with the first ransom demand. (Videotape was something 
the real Cinque never thought of; he limited his com- 
munications to tape cassettes.) Despite this inauspicious 
Start to a romance, Patty grows attached to Dory as the 

_ plot unfolds, reasonably plausibly. 

As in the real thing, Patty becomes a convert, disowns 
her father and joins her abductors in putting her parents 
through torment and mounting ransom demands. 

The major ransom demand is just right for moviegoers 
accustomed to Earthquakes, Towering Infernos and 
toppled Poseidons. Alms to the poor, after all, is a bit 
tame. Why not force Patty’s wicked father to dynamite 
his own latest project, a high-rise luxury apartment build- 

_ ing built on a low profile of corruption? Perfect, and that 
is exactly the ransom demand in Abduction. 

Carroll, 32, a Princeton graduate whose background is 
history and political theory and who cannot fully explain 
how he wound up in the film business, used his script to 
philosophize on the enigma of Patty’s conversion. He is 
satisfied that his film presents it convincingly. Brainwash- 
ing, a schizophrenic mental state, need not enter into it, 
he claims. ‘How many young girls go through radical 
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stresses? How many cases are there of girls from com- 
fortable middle-class backgrounds who turn into wild 
radicals at college — and then end up editing for some 
fashion magazine?’ 

In Patty, the closing credits roll with our anti-heroine 
still on the run — or behind bars in prison if Roberts’ 
open-ended production can keep itself abreast of the 
news. Abduction closes with Patty fully committed to her 
abductors’ cause since she has killed two men, but facing 
an uncertain future as a hunted criminal. 

Kidnapping does not seem to pay, either for the abduc- 
tor or victim. There may, however, be a dividend in it for 
Hollywood, 


14 


stl 


changes as they react to different situations, different 


CHAPTER ONE 


_ Someone had kidnapped her, and kidnapping always had 
a reason, however twisted it might be. Ransom, maybe, 
she reflected . . . the senator was a wealthy man and could 
be counted on to raise an immense sum to get his only 
daughter back . . . or maybe . . . She whimpered again, 
and her belly knotted and churned at the ugliness of the 
possibility that had come to her. Maybe... oh, God, not 
that... maybe it was one of those ritual things, with the 
~ ‘love children’ planning to do their hideous thing against 
"her as they had in Los Angeles against the Tate party 

ae and that other couple, or at Santa Cruz to that doctor 


and his family. Maybe it was one of those horrible twisted 


"acts of revenge against the system, with her being the 
- Victim because her father was a conservative senator — 
_ or simply because they had witnessed her wanton be- 

havior with Abe. 

It might even - and she hoped desperately that it was 
~ might even be cool, impersonal members of the under- 
_ World, linked somehow with her father’s opponent and 
_ intent on a plot to force the senator’s withdrawal from 
_ the race. She thought of her father’s hard-hitting attacks 
On organized crime in the senate and fastened her hope 
_ on that possibility. It seemed infinitely better than the 
_ others, holding out a sort of hope for reason and judg- 
" ment. 

_ Overcoming the agony of light in her eyes, she forced 
* aS 


them open and tried to orient herself. She was on a bed, 
as she had assumed, and she became aware of the musty 
smell of the sheetless mattress and saw that it was an 
ancient, brass bedstead. Her eyes widened painfully at 
the sight of a modern-looking tripod beyond the foot of 
the bed and the gaping lens of a camera, staring down 
at her defenseless body. Revulsion shook her, and she 
wondered where the pictures of her present condition had 
gotten by now. 

But the question raised another possibility in her mind, 
with a memory flashing before her of the lurid photo 
section of the underground tabloid that serviced the 
campus revolutionaries at Cordell University — the dis- 
gusting Cordell Beaver Sheet. Maybe — just maybe — she, 
as Senator Prescott’s daughter, was going to be featured 
in an early issue of the Sheet, and perhaps she would be 
released without further fuss when the staff was satisfied 
with the pictures that they had. 

She groaned miserably and tugged once more at her 
bonds. In a way, this was just retribution for the way 
she had profaned her father’s address last night. The 
fact that she had let men make love to her since com- 
ing to the university (as if she had come all the way 
across country, instead of a few miles from her father’s 
estate to the campus) and thus had violated the most 
sacred trust that her parents had charged her with was 
bad enough. But getting jelly-kneed drunk last night and 
then letting Abe do that awful thing he had done with 
her, right while the senator’s most important speech was 
coming over the radio... ! God, no wonder awful things 
were happening to her now! It was only a wonder that 
there was no brimstone and no flame! 

Her recent rebellion at the decent, proper world that 
her parents had brought her up in horrified her as she 
saw it in retrospect. If Will were to gain the least inkling 
of her promiscuous behavior at Cordell ... if he should 
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even suspect! . . . he would bury the brother-sister love 
they had known, with all of its purity and mutual respect, 
and deny her existence. 

She shuddered and twisted her head to the side. From 
the time that she had been old enough to be aware of 
people, she had worshipped Will. Four and a half years 
her senior, he had epitomized all that was noble and 
generous and strong in man, and she had gone through 
childhood and then through adolescence holding his 
image before her as her ideal of the male creature. Some- 
time in her last year of high school, she remembered, the 
numbing realization had come over her that Will was 
unique — that she would never find his match in another 
man. And she had stumbled miserably through the rest 
of the year while the certainty grew that she could never 
share the physical love of the perfect mate. 

The knowledge had gnawed at her in her freshman 
year at Cordell University, and she had been well into 
her sophomore year when she had quietly determined 
to find out how far short of Will other men fell. Too 
far, she had learned, and that had somehow launched 
her at the beginning of her junior year into a series of 
sexual experiences. In the unexplored depths of sex, 
she had reasoned, qualities beyond those she had known 
in Will would surely reveal an acceptable compromise 
between Will’s perfection and anothers erotic 
capacity. 

Two problems had arisen. The men she had made 
love with had fallen too far short of Will’s generous, 
beautiful character, and too many of them had displayed 
a tendency toward deviant tastes in their sex. Like Abe, 
she thought, immediately regretting the unkindness of her 
criticism of someone who was undoubtedly already dead 
_ ~and dead in her defense, at that. 

But the fact was there, nonetheless. As drunk as she 
had been last night, she had accepted his revolting oral 
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‘onslaught. If she remembered correctly, she had even 
risen to it, physically, letting her involuntary responses 
carry her all the way to orgasm. And then she had practi- 
cally begged him to fuck her. 

But that had been last night, and now she could put 
the affair in its deservedly loathesome perspective, What- 
ever happened to her here, it could not begin to punish 
her severely enough for the foul acts of this year that had 
culminated in that foulest of all with Abe. 

And yet she could not fix all of the blame on herself; 
she had to acknowledge the fact that she had lacked the 
steadying influence of Will’s moral strength and his quiet 
reassurance. If he had been close enough to Midwood to 
counsel her, she would never have succumbed to her first 
temptation to experiment, nor would any of the resulting 
series of shameful sex episodes have occurred. If only 
Will had been there... ! 

Warmed by the thought of Will, she studied the room. 
It was not overly large, nor was it as bright as she had 
believed upon first opening her eyes. The head of the 
bed was against a papered wall, approximately centered. 
The paper had a faded figuring and was stained, as if by 
roof leakage over many years. And to her left in the 
papered wall was a closed door. Beyond the foot of the 
brass bedstead, perhaps another six or eight feet away, 
the opposite wall had three windows in it .. . high, narrow 
windows with deep casements and dirty panes and pointed 
tops... and was covered with age-darkened wood panels, 
carved in intricate designs. The other two walls were 
similarly paneled, the panels being set in ornate framing, 
as if each was a work of art. 

Besides the ancient bedstead and the camera and tripod, 
there were four pieces of furniture. To Trish’s left, a 
graceful but deteriorating bureau squatted against the 
wall, its dull, golden grain contrasting gently with the 
near-black grain of the panels behind it. Its joints gaped, 
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and its drawers sagged, and half of the drawer pulls were 
gone. 

Against the opposite wall stood a tall, equally decrepit 
wardrobe, with one of its doors hanging drunkenly askew 
on loose hinges and masses of cobweb appearing to bind 
it to the wall. Between the center and the right hand 
windows was a dainty dressing table, its wood matching 
that of the bureau and its joints similarly loose. And a 
delicate cane-backed chair sat before the dressing table, 
half turned, as if awaiting use. 

Over furniture and walls lay a deep coat of dust, 
knocked away here and there, where someone had appar- 
ently brushed against a wall or touched one of the pieces 
of furniture. And the windows were partly covered by 
faded, rotting drapes that Trish knew had once been 
thick, rich fabric. 

Over the stench of her vomit and the hospital-corridor 
scent that had to be in her hair, there was an all-pervading 
mustiness that reminded her of her grandmother’s attic 
— or of the smell of the abandoned, century-old mansions 
that were to be found in the countryside. She and Will 
had explored more than one of those relics, she remem- 
bered with a shiver, drawn by tales of weird, ghostly blue 
lights at night and of disembodied groans and wailings 
and legends of dire fates of families who had inhabited 
them. 

This room could very well have belonged to the 
haunted Cadwallader place on the run-down estate next 
to the Prescott home, for that matter. The furniture was 
of the same mid-nineteenth century style, and the archi- 
tecture was the same. 

She frowned and tried to recall the Cadwallader 
house’s interior in greater detail. She and Will had 
sneaked through it more than once when the senator 
and his wife had filled the Prescott home with child- 
hating grown-ups, and they might well have been in 
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this very room. Certainly Cadwallader Estate was closer 
to the river park where she and Abe had been surprised 
than any of the other abandoned old homes in the region, 
and it was reasonably close to the campus, as well. 

But time had dimmed details, and she could only guess, 
It would be a gesture of arrogant confidence to imprison 
her within a mile of her own home, she reflected, but not 
unthinkable. Her kidnappers might reason that no one 
would think of looking for her so nearby, and they could 
have been influenced by the relative ease of communica- 
tion that such a hiding place could afford. If this were 
the Cadwallader house, her screaming would accomplish 
nothing. She and Will had discovered that during their 
first ghost-hunting exploration there. Possessed with the 
notion of giving substance to the whispered legends of 
groans and shrieks from the house, they had tried to 
duplicate them, first one of them listening from outside 
while the other screamed and then the other. But not the 
faintest echo of the yelling had been audible beyond the 
closed doors, and they had thereafter made up their own 
ghost games for the house, adding the most hideous sound 
effects to spice the nerve-chilling adventure they invented. 

She started at the sudden awareness of a solid, heavy 
bumping noise. It had the feel of one of those massive 
old front doors swinging into place, she reflected, and it 
ought to be followed by muffled footsteps. For a time 
she heard nothing further, and then there was a shuffling 
outside the door to the room, and the knob turned with a 
dry, scraping noise and the door opened inward. She held 
her breath, feeling tension grow in her chest. It swelled 
until it burst from her in a strangled cry, and at the sound, 
_ a nightmarish apparition appeared in the doorway. After 
a momentary pause, it came to the side of the bed where it 
stopped to stare down at her. Fear choked her, and her 
flesh seemed to crawl under the scrutiny. 
The man, if it were a man, wore a filthy, fringed jacket 
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that only half covered his emaciated, naked chest and 


belly, and soiled Levi’s with great unpatched holes hung 
loosely from his hips, and his hands were dark with 
ground-in dirt, resembling claws as they dangled from 
bony wrists and twitched with random jerks. His hair. 
appeared to be a nondescript, light brown, although it 
was so tangled and dirty that she could not be sure. It 
hung about his shoulders and seemed to blend with an 
unkempt, greasy beard, and it half hid a high, narrow 
forehead and small, close-set, blue-gray eyes. 

His face reminded her of a rat’s, with its thin nose 
and lips and its overlapped teeth, and she shuddered at 
the sight of ugly scars that disappeared into the beard 
and were echoed by long, shiny streaks across his chest 
and his belly. 

He snarled. ‘’Smatter, cunt? Expect the butler, 
maybe?’ 

‘Ugh! Let me go!’ 

‘Up y’r ass, chick. Didn’t bring ya here f’r th’ exercise.’ 

‘Please! Please let me go! I haven’t done anything to 
you!’ 

‘So what?’ He reached down to drag his claw over 
the whiteness\of her belly and then jerked out a strand 
of her pubic hair. ‘So what, dumb cunt?’ 

She shrieked. ‘Ouch! For God’s sake, don’t hurt me!’ 

His lip curled with disdain. ‘Fuckin’ baby.’ 

Another man came through the door, a black whose 
Afro-styled hair brushed the top of the door and whose 
thick lips and broad, flat nose lent his scowl a sinister 
quality that made Trish cringe. She noted that he wore 
a beard, too, but it was short and thick and emphasized 
the square line of his jaw, rather than hiding it. 

‘For Christ’s sake, Dallas, let her alone,’ the black 
grunted. 

‘She ain’t hurt.’ Dallas gazed contemptuously at Trish 
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and shrugged. ‘Spoiled chick like her’ll yell if you. look at 
’er cross-eyed.’ 

The black glanced from Dallas to Trish, distaste clear 
in his expression. ‘No call to bug her, man. Not right 
now.’ His nose wrinkled. ‘Jesus, it stinks in here! What 
the hell did she do. .. puke all over herself?’ 

‘Whatja expect, Dory? Shit, man, you know how 
smashed she was!’ 

‘Yeah, and that chloroform didn’t help her any. Damn 
lucky you didn’t kill her, the amount you used,” 

‘Get off my back,’ Dallas muttered sullenly. 

Dallas, Trish thought. Dory. Good God! Dorian 
Palmer! 

She stared at the gaunt Negro and knew that she was 
right. She had listened to his impassioned harangues in 
the quad more than once, keeping herself inconspicuously 
on the fringe of the always-overflowing crowd, and apart 
from his deep, vibrant voice, the thing that had struck 
her about him was how much he looked like a black 
version of Abraham Lincoln. Gaunt was a precise term 
for his build, she thought, although at this distance - 
and from this angle - his negroid features made the 
resemblance to Lincoln far less credible. 

Dorian Palmer, unquestioned leader of the campus 
revolutionaries, was virtually worshipped by the radicals 
and all too frequently quoted by the national press and 
cursed by law and other politicians. And Dallas Wade, 
one of the most vociferous of the ‘street people’... 
uneducated, nonstudent hanger-on in the disorders that 
kept Cordell seething and the townspeople in turmoil. 

That these two held her captive — and were so obviously 
unconcerned about her recognizing them - crystallized 
the terror that had gnawed at her, and she whimpered, 

‘Why am I here? Why?’ Her voice trembled. 

“Because we brought you,’ replied Dallas, coldly. 

But Dorian grunted and explained. “Brother Gunter, 


22 


I think maybe they'll figure it’s an even trade.’ 


‘Oh no!’ She gasped. Bolivar Gunter’s name was in 
every newscast and splashed across the front pages of 
every newspaper in the nation. The Gunter case was well 
on its way to eclipsing the trial of the Chicago Seven, 
and there could be little doubt that Federal Judge Morris 
would impose the death penalty when the jury — as it was 
sure to do — found the notorious black guilty. The fact 
that Gunter had killed Guardsman Elvis Prouty after 
Prouty’s bayonet had fatally wounded a pregnant black 
woman caught in a charge of the guardsmen into a sullen 
mass of demonstrators, many of whom had shown every 
indication of heeding Gunter’s earlier exhortations to 
‘Kill the pigs!’ was not going to mitigate the court’s 
response to the justice department’s new, harder line. 
And Gunter would die, a stark warning to his violent 
kind. 

But Dorian Palmer was evidently determined that 
Gunter should not die, and she, Senator Prescott’s 
daughter, was hostage to that determination. Horror 
swept over her as the hopelessness of her situation became 
apparent. The United States Government was not going 
to release a revolutionary and a murderer in exchange 
for a useless girl, even though she was the daughter of a 
senator. She had long since lost count, she realized 
bitterly, of how many times her father had publicly con- 


_demned the folly of submitting to demands of kidnappers. 


‘Every time you give in,’ he had thundered, ‘you make 
them bolder! You encourage the collapse of the law!’ 

“They won't trade,’ she whispered, her throat dry and 
aching. 

‘They'll trade,’ muttered Dory. ‘It’s the way they are.’ 

‘Trudeau didn’t,’ she pointed out. 

Dory’s laugh was harsh. ‘He wasn’t facing an election,’ 
He turned and bellowed through the open doorway. 
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‘Angie! ... Get your ass up here and get this chick washed 
off! She stinks!’ 

There was a flurry of footsteps, and a vividly colored 
‘girl with fair skin and flashing black eyes burst into the 
room, : 

‘How come J get the dirty jobs?’ she demanded. ‘Ugh! 
She does stink!’ 


CHAPTER TWO 


Angie busied herself with the knots that secured Trish’s 
ankles, and Dallas bent to finger Trish’s crotch. She 
squirmed, silently protesting the crude probing, and 
Dallas grinned. 

‘Don’t get uppity, cunt,’ he advised with a growl. “You 
ain’t nothin’.’ 

Trish subsided, loathing oozing through her, and 
waited for Angie to untie her wrists. When they were 
freed, she struggled to sit, her body stiff and numb from 
its long helplessness. Circulation slowly resumed, making 
her wince at the fierce burning in her fingers and feet, 
and she moved painfully to the edge of the bed, avoiding 
the drying vomitus, and swung her feet to the bare floor. 

‘Come on,’ commanded Angie. ‘Bathroom’s this way.’ 

Trish wondered how she was to clean herself up in a 
bathroom without water, for she was certain that they 
were in an abandoned house, and there could be no water 
service, but she discovered that she was mistaken. She 
sloshed herself with cold water and scrubbed at herself 
with a dingy cloth until she could no longer detect the 
sickening odors. 

‘All right,’ said Angie. “Time for some more pics.’ 

‘More what?’ 

‘Pictures, stupid! We got a bunch while you were 
out, but that was just to convince °em we had you. We’re 


going to need more than that before this thing’s over.’ 
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‘What . . . what kind of pictures?’ asked Trish. 

‘Never mind, honey. You'll find out. Now, get your 
ass in gear. If you gotta piss, do it now.’ 

Her face burning with indignation and embarrassment, 
Trish used the toilet, then allowed herself to be led back 
to the room. There was a third man present, and she 
shrank from his too-evident gaze of appreciation. 

‘Gotta bonus!’ he exclaimed. ‘Shit, you guys didn’t tell 
me she was sexy, too!’ 

‘Wanta fuck ’er, lard-ass?’ Dallas inquired. ‘Hafta get 
some action shots, y’know.’ 

“Well, I'll warm her up, anyhow,’ the newcomer said. 
‘Man, she looks like she’d have an ice cream snatch!’ 

Trish’s belly knotted and she felt dizzy. She recognized 
the fat man by association. He had to be the legalistic 
graduate student who clung to Dory’s coat-tails and was 
credited with furnishing the revolutionaries on campus 
with the specious but effective arguments that they used 
to confuse the real issues. He reminded her of Tweedle- 
Dee, from Alice in Wonderland, grotesquely fat at the 
waist and hips, with his legs tapering sharply to slim 
ankles and tiny feet and his upper torso likewise tapering 
to narrow shoulders and a diminutive head. His hands 
were pudgy but small, and their flesh reminded her of 
bleached sausage, and they looked as greasy. Jacob 
Horowitz, she thought, semibald, short, effeminate, with 
a high-pitched, scratchy voice and a great nose and full, 
wet lips and nondescript hazel eyes. He seemed unable 
to tear his gaze away from the rich, pale thatch that 
covered her crotch, and she felt her thighs writhe under 
the intensity of his stare. 

‘Onto th’ bed, cunt,’ ordered Dallas. ‘Got work t’do.’ 

She glanced at the bed and saw that the foul-smelling 
spot on the mattress was gone. Either they had turned 
the mattress, she thought, or they had replaced it with 
one brought from another room. She approached the bed 
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hesitantly and lowered herself to the edge. Horowitz came 
to her, standing over her, his toes thrust between her feet. 
He placed his hands on her shoulders and gave her a 
sudden shove, upsetting her so that she fell back onto the 
bed. : 

Trapping her knees, he left no doubt that he meant for 
her to separate them, but she clamped her thighs tightly 
together and glared at him. 

‘C’mon, cunt,’ said Dallas impatiently. He was moving 
the tripod to a more advantageous position in front of 
the bureau. ‘We ain’t got all the goddam time in th’ world. 
Get y’r twat open f’r th’ man!’ 

Trish closed her eyes and obeyed the curt command. 
She heard Angie’s snort of surprise, but kept her lids 
tightly compressed. 

‘What the hell, Jake? You rather eat it?’ asked Angie. 

Oh, no, thought Trish. Like Abe? And the memory 
of Abe’s collapse rushed back to her. 

“Abe!” she cried. ‘Abe! You killed him!’ 

‘Shoulda.’ Dallas snarled. 

Dory’s voice sounded tired. ‘Naw, he’s all right. 
Knocked him out, that’s all. Went by there this morning, 
and he and the car were both gone.’ 

Trish felt Jake’s fingers in her pubic hair, and she 
tensed. He stroked her full mound briefly and then rub- 
bed the inner sides of her thighs with his palms. The 
first caresses were light, and she was startled at the instant 
effect they produced on her, flinching at the sudden tingle 

that invaded her. He followed with firmer pressure, and 
_ She felt her flesh pushed before his hands in a warm wave 
that progressed implacably from her knees to her crotch. 
The lower curves of her buttocks hung over the edge of 
_ the bed, and she felt them wriggle under the movements 
_ of his hands. 
_ He touched her closed labia, his fingertips gliding over 
' the bristles that covered them, and then pressed them 
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slowly apart so that the air touched their moist inner sur- 
faces with an abrupt cooling. She flinched, and her fingers 
curled into fists. In spite of her resolve, she opened her 
eyes and raised her head to see Jake. He was lowering his 
face, and it was approaching the tangle of hair that 
guarded her mound, his lips parted, the tip of his tongue 
darting nervously over them, his eyes glittering beadily as 
they stared down into the pink slopes that she knew they 
saw. 

On the periphery of her vision, she saw Dallas focusing 
the camera and realized for the first time that it was a 
Polaroid, and she noticed that Angie was hanging forward 
eagerly, her gaze fixed on the tableau between Trish’s 
thighs, her ample breasts pressed against the thin material 
of her blouse, her palms rubbing over her broad, full 
hips, and that Dory leaned idly against the foot of the 
bed, his mind apparently on something far removed from 
the scene. She felt a moment’s petulant irritation at his 
indifference, and her hips twitched as if to recapture his 
attention. 

But Jake’s tongue touched her labia, and she jerked, 
taken by surprise and unable to control her reaction. 
Shame washed over her in a tangible wave, wrenching a 
groan from her at the thought of her appearance. The. 
tongue slipped rapidly along the walls of her labial can- 
yon, fluttering with expert accuracy to one side or the 
other to touch jangling nerves and then sweeping down 
the opposite surface. To Trish’s dismay, her buttocks 
tightened, lifting her hips in a vulgar motion of eagerness 
and dropping her thighs further apart. She gasped and 
fought to overcome the tightness, but Jake’s tongue swept 
over the route again, and her ass cheeks hardened and 
pinched. 

She felt her calves tremble, and her heels rose from the 
floor, 

‘No! NO!’ She braced the heels of her hands against 
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Jake’s forehead and pushed desperately, forcing his face 
back and earning an angry growl. 

‘Knock it off!’ Dallas hissed at her. “Ya wanta fight it, 
Jake won’t mind!’ 

She cast a frightened glance toward Dallas, then looked 
toward Dory, who casually removed a long knife from 
his pocket and flicked open the blade, digging at his 
fingernails with the slender, flittering point. She shivered 
with panic and took her hands from Jake’s head, claw- 
ing at the mattress with her nails and praying for oblivion. 
But it was impossible not to watch the quick dive or to 
feel the tongue remake contact, and it was equally impos- 
sible to prevent her buttocks from contracting again, 
thrusting her belly forward. ‘ 

Abe had done this, she reminded herself. Abe had 
made her come this way. But with Jake, it was different. 
No single movement of his tongue tip was wasted. Every 
change of pressure or tempo or position heightened the 
intensity of her new desire, and it was hard to sort out 
physical desire from psychological need. She thrilled to 
the delicate thrusts at her clitoris and expelled great, 
shuddering breaths of delight when the hot lapping 
probed at her vaginal mouth. In the moments when he 
sucked her clitoris into his mouth. and worried it between 
his teeth, the stimulus mounted beyond the threshold of 
her tolerance, and she cried out and clamped her thighs 
on his head, squirming and twisting to dislodge the un- 
bearable torment. And then, when his face pressed 
between her throbbing labia and his tongue stabbed into 
the taut rim of her vagina, she flung her knees apart 
and raised her feet from the floor and let her hips un- 
dulate. 

She clenched her fists and held them close to her 
shoulders, tilting her head back and opening her mouth 
soundlessly, as if to utter a scream that never came. Her 
chest heaved with her panting, and she felt the plastic 


—_ 29 


mobility of her breasts as they surged from side to side 
across her writhing body. 

Beside herself with excitement, she reached down to 
take Jake’s face between her hands, and this time she 
pulled him against herself, frantically urging his lips and — 
his marvelous tongue to the most sensitive, rewarding — 
' spots. Jake crooned, and his hands reached under her to — 
knead her buttocks, his fingers repeatedly dipping into 
the tight crack and scraping over her puckered anus. 4 

Like a gust of fire, her orgasm swept her. She clamped F 
her thighs on Jake’s head and half raised herself, jam- — 
ming herself onto his willing face. There were flashes of — 
blue light and sharp, cracking sounds, and she thought — 
that she had entered an unexploded new dimension of 
orgasm. Her belly quivered and contractions twisted the 
barrel of her vagina. She cried out in soft, mewing tones 
and then threw herself backward in a rush of ecstacy. 

‘Mmm... ! Oh!’ she exclaimed. ‘Oh, heavens!’ 

Her muscles slowly lost their rigidity, and she shud- 
dered again and yet again as unexpected, late contractions 
seized her belly. 

At last, Jake pulled away, licking his lips and smiling 
at her. Deliberately, he placed his hands on her thighs 
and leaned on them to raise himself to his feet. Standing 
between her knees, he drew himself erect and hooked his 
thumbs in the armpits of his wrinkled vest. Trish thought 
with wild irrelevance of his similarity to a pompous court- 
house attorney preparing to address his summation to the 
jury. And when he spoke, the illusion heightened. 

“My dear,’ he said gravely, ‘your response leaves little 
to be desired. I should say that you were well versed in 
the art of reacting to cunnilingus. Accept my respectful 
congratulations.’ He turned to Dallas with a ridiculous 
bow. ‘And you, good sir. Was your effort suitably re- 
warded? Have you the evidence that is required?’ 

Dallas scowled and gestured towards the bureau behind 


30 


him. ‘Good shots,’ he mumbled. ‘Can’t argue that she 
wasn’t gettin’ her kicks.’ 

‘And I trust that my identity can be aden 
masked?’ 

‘Shit, why not? Yeah, we got stuff we c’n use.” 

Angie brushed against Jake, her breast pressed to his 
arm. ‘How about me, honey?’ she asked softly, her voice 
sounding tense. ‘Huh?’ 

Jake turned thoughtfully. “You? God bless . . . of 

course I got something for you.’ He paused and eyed het: 
‘That is, if you got the guts to make it a two-way road.’ 

_ ‘Sixty-nine, Jake?’ 

‘That’s right.’ 

‘All right.’ 

Jake nodded with satisfaction and accompanied the 
panting girl from the room. Trish gazed after them, know- 
ing that they were going to satisfy their own hunger and 
_ wondering what dreadful kind of act ‘sixty-nine’ meant. 
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CHAPTER THREE 


Dorian Palmer grunted. ‘If you’ve got what we need, do 
the doctoring and get the damn things ready to send,’ he 
said. ‘Let me know when they’re ready.” 

Dallas nodded. ‘Want me t he’p ya tie up th’ broad 
first?’ 

‘No. She’s not going anywhere.” 

‘Better be safe than sorry, man,’ Dallas warned. 

‘No sweat. I’m going to keep an eye on her.’ 

Dallas grinned lewdly. *Yeah-yeah! Gonna get a little 
on th’ side, huh? Little white meat, Palmer?’ 

Dory compressed his lips and glared at Dallas. Wade 
was one man the revolution could well do without, reek- 
ing as he did of prejudice and illiteracy and hate. In fact, 
- Wade was precisely the type the establishment described 
when they talked of violence for the sake of violence — of 
hate for the sake of self-gratification. The white was use- 
less to the real cause, except for the curious magnetism 
that he exercised over so many of the ‘street people’ and 
the confusion he could deliver at any point at any time. 

But Dallas appeared to read Dory’s glare correctly, 
for he shrank and, gathering the startling colored prints 
from the top of the bureau, he backed cautiously into the 
hallway. 

Dory glanced at the girl. Her sexual flush gone, she 
looked scared again, and she still lay as Jake had left 
her, as if she were afraid to stir without permission. And 
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her eyes, wide and wild, focused on Dory in an obvious” 
effort to predict what his next whim would be. 

‘Shit, woman, you don’t have to lie like that all day. 
Dallas has the pictures he needs right now, and we'll let 
you know when it’s time for more.’ 

‘No! Not more!’ Trish’s voice rose toward a wail. 

‘For Christ’s sake, don’t go ape! Try to act like an 
adult for a change!’ 

The girl gasped and stiffened, the fear in her expression 
replaced by indignation. ‘Adult!’ she shrilled. “How does 
an adult take kidnap and rape!’ 

‘You take what comes, and either you’ve got the 
strength for it or you haven’t. But you take it, because 
there’s nothing else to do.’ Dory reran the philosophy 
silently for his own benefit. He could hear his father’s 
voice saying exactly those words, and in his imagination 
he could hear his own small-boy sobs beneath them, and 
he could feel again the agonizing sting of turpentine on 
his balls, spread there by seniors on the high school foot- 
ball team in a year when he was still a seventh grader. 

He shook his head slowly, sorrow grinding at him as he 
recalled his father’s pitiful patience in his middle-ranking 
civil service job while one younger white after another 
passed him on the scale. Instead of being jumped out of 
the ranks into more responsible positions, his father had 
invariably yielded to the subtle pressures and asked for 
transfers, and by the time the goddam government had 
gotten around to advancing blacks to demonstrate its 
___ nigger-loving ‘fair opportunity’ principles, his father had 
been on the verge of retirement. 

The day of black equality would come, Dory knew, 
but it would take another two hundred years if it depended 

_ on education and white good-will. And he, by God, had 
no intention of seeing it come that slowly! ‘More than 
one way to skin the cat,’ his mother had murmured often. 
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And he meant to skin this one before his own kids had to 4 
take what he had taken. If it took a bombing here and 
there and social upheaval and killing, then that was what 
he’d make happen. If it took kidnapping and the kind of 
soul-wrecking that was happening to the Prescott girl, 
then that was okay, too. 

Bolivar Gunter, for example... there was a man. The 
poor bastard didn’t stand a chance; it was a goddam 
miracle he’s survived to get into court, the way the 
whiteys had exploded when he killed that worthless 
Prouty kid. No one in the white community would ever 
know the story there. They’d never let Gunter tell it in 
court — hearsay, they’d call it — and after he was sentenced, 
no one would listen, 

In a small town like Flicker, Georgia, the things that 
were under the surface got around. A coincidence like the 
Gunter thing wouldn’t wash in a story, but it was going 
to cost Bo his life, unless this kidnapping worked. When 
Prouty went away to school, his daddy buying his entry 
in the old alma mater up north, and then the black libs 
paid Bolivar’s way to force real integration in a university 
that said one thing and did something else, it was prob- 
ably inevitable that the two men would have it out. And 
when Elvis Prouty joined the Illinois guard, the inevitable 
was stamped and sealed. 

No one would ever hear that Bolivar’s younger sister 
had died because someone had cut out the baby in her 
gut with a hunting knife. No one would ever hear that 
just about every nigger around Flicker knew it was Prouty 
who had done it. But Bolivar Gunter had known, and 
when Prouty’s bayonet had struck that pregnant girl dur- 
ing the ITT riot, nothing on God’s green earth could have 
saved Elvis from Bo. 

But no federal judge was going to let that kind of story 
get beyond the first two words in court, and the damned 
press wasn’t going to risk running it. So Bolivar would 
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fall to the ‘law and order’ rage. Except that Bo could go 
to Algiers and do his thing in the Panther headquarters 
there, if the establishment gave a damn about a senator’s 
daughter. And if she got an education in the process, well, 
that was life. 

She startled him. ‘Dory ... Mr Palmer... what are you 
thinking about?’ 

‘Huh? Watch that shit, woman! Don’t smart off to me 
with that mister stuff!’ 

‘All right, Dory. What were you thinking about?’ 

He studied her, suspicion clawing at him. ‘Why? Just 
why, woman?’ 

‘I... Well, you looked so unhappy, and then so fierce. 
What was it?’ 

‘No matter.’ He crossed to the wardrobe and pulled her 
bedraggled dress out, tossing it at her. “Get into that, and 
we’ll go downstairs. No need to hole up in this stink.’ 

Silently, the Prescott girl obeyed, her embarrassment 
returning with a rush the moment she held the garment 
in her hand and could contrast its limpness to her naked- 
ness. But when she had it on, she moved tentatively 
toward the door, and Dory joined her. They went into the 
kitchen first, and Dory got cokes out of the cheap 
refrigerator his people had smuggled in when they appro- 
priated the place for a headquarters. Opening the bottles, 
he handed one to the girl and led her into the living room, 
where each of them sank into a stiff, overstuffed chair. 
He asked her first name, and she told it to him. And then 
she repeated her question. 

“You wouldn’t understand,’ he muttered. 

“Maybe not. But I might understand a little bit. And I 
never will if someone doesn’t try me.’ 

He shrugged. ‘All right.’ He told her about Bolivar 
Gunter and Guardsman Elvis Prouty. 

Trish stared skeptically at him when he finished. ‘I 
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don’t...” She checked herself. ‘You're telling me the 
truth?’ : 

‘What’s the difference? Whitey believes what he wants 
to. Tell the sonovabitch anything, and let him make up 
his own version.’ 

‘Don’t Dory! That’s the truth ... that story?’ 

‘It’s the truth. No proof it was Prouty in the first place, 
but he sure as:hell got to Cynthia, and she was damn well 
sure it was his kid. No one else had any call for ripping 
out her guts.’ 

‘Maybe. Maybe no one else had a call to.’ Trish looked 
troubled. ‘Maybe someone else wasn’t happy about her 
playing around with him.’ 

Dory laughed, feeling his bitterness ripple in the 
laughter. ‘That wasn’t the nigger way to do it,’ he said 
quietly. He was startled to see Trish wince. 

Dallas came into the room. ‘Got th’ pics ready, Dory.’ 

‘Let’s see.’ 

Dallas handed Dory the photographs, and Dory studied 
them. They appeared to be satisfactory, with Jake’s face 
masked out with daubs of black model paint and other 
streaks of the paint obliterating enough of the man’s body 
to make identification hopeless. On the other hand, Trish 
Prescott was clearly recognizable in every picture, and it 
was evident in each what was happening to her. Although 
there were two pictures in which she showed considerable 
distress and revulsion, her expression in the remainder 
was as convincing a demonstration of lust and desire as 
he could recall having seen off the stage. 

Funny thing, that, he thought. The most realistic por- 
trayal of downright animal excitement that he had ever 
witnessed had been that presented in performances of 
some of the guttier sex plays. Maybe that was because 
those broads were making an effort to convey the illusion 
of intense passion to their viewers. Most women took a 
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fucking without much caring what their facial expression 
would tell anyone. 

Anyhow, he reflected, that gasbag of a Prescott was 
going to learn something about this girl of his, and so 
were the people who would have to take the steps to free 
Gunter. Dory wondered if he had overlooked any neces- 
sary recipients of his demands, then decided that he had 
not. The US Attorney General, the senator, and Judge 
Morris... they could do the job. And if they needed help, 
they were sure as hell going to go after it. They’d know 
who else had to be involved. 

He returned the photographs to Dallas. ‘Look good, 
man. Ever think of going in for commercial photo- 
graphy?’ 

Dallas grinned. ‘Shit, yeah! Did, f’r a while.’ 

‘Oh year? I didn’t know about that.’ 

‘Lotta bread in that. Like, th’ senator’d put up a bundle 
t buy up all th’ shots we got o” this twitch.’ 

Dory chuckled. ‘Didn’t have that business in mind 
when I said commercial photography. But I guess it 
qualifies. Now, how about getting some paper in here.’ 

Dallas hesitated, opening his mouth as if to say some- 
thing, then grunted and left the room. There were times, 
Dory thought, when that Wade acted as if he resented 

__ following a black’s lead. If it bugged him, there’d come a 
i day when he’d forget himself and come into the open 
ye with it. In a way, Dory hoped so; Wade was the ignorant 
type - the poor shit trash type — who most often wound 
i _ up on the other side of the line, hating ‘niggers’ and fear- 
ing them and ready to join in their harassment. 

Dallas came back with a yellow, lined tablet, and Dory 
_ began to compose his message. The first try sounded 
_ wrong when he read it silently back to himself, and he 
_ reached into his pocket for a copy of the original note 
_ that they had sent. Perhaps the girl would react to it. He 
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glanced at her to find her wide-eyed gaze fixed on him. 

‘We've got to keep “the man” uptight about you, baby,’ 
he said. ‘Here’s what he’s already got.’ He read. ‘Holding 
Senator Prescott’s daughter. Pics verify. Will not ask for 
money. Will communicate.’ 

Trish flinched at the mention of ‘pics’. ‘What were they 
like?’ she asked. ‘The pictures, I mean.’ 

‘I had Dallas take two or three after we had you tied 
up. Good angles to show your face and the fact that you 
weren’t going anyplace.’ 

‘Oh, no! Naked?’ 

‘Sure.’ 

‘Who did you... ?’ 

‘Who'd we send the note to? Three copies, baby. One 
to your old man and one to the attorney general and one 
to Judge Morris,’ 

Trish groaned. ‘And you're going to send the pictures 
of Jake doing what he did?’ 

‘Right. Don’t want them to get the idea we’re making 
things easy for you.’ 

The girl shut her eyes and looked sick. Dory grinned 
and returned to his efforts to compose his second note. 
The second try sounded better, and he read it aloud. 
‘Prescott’s daughter alive and active. Can stay that way 
only if Bolivar Gunter released and given safe passage 
to Algeria. Expect early decision.’ 

‘How are you going to send this message?’ asked Trish 
weakly. 

‘Same way we did the first one. It takes a day or two 
longer than it would if everyone was right here, but it’s 
pretty safe.’ 

‘How?’ 

‘Stick the envelope for the attorney general into one 
addressed to people we know in Washington. When they 
get it, they mail his to him. Same way with the judge’s 
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and your old man’s. Like I say, it’s maybe a day or two — 
slower, but it keeps them off our trail.’ 

“They don’t even have the first one, then!” 

‘No.’ 

‘Oh, God! It’ll take forever! I’ll be here for days!” 

“Most likely.’ 

She started to cry, and Dory again felt the disgust for 
her softness that had hit him upstairs. That was what 
made it so certain that the revolution would succeed. 
Whitey didn’t have the iron to fight back. Not the whiteys 
who made up the middle of American society. They could 
send out the pigs and the guard without turning a hair, 
but they lacked the strength to tighten their belts and 
brace themselves against the things that would touch 
them, personally. When it came down to the guts of the 
conflict, they’d cave and his kind would be running the 
show. 

‘Okay, man,’ he said to Dallas. ‘Let’s get these typed 
up and on the way — if Angie’s fucked out by now.’ 

‘That bird’ll fuck all day,’ muttered Dallas, licking 
his lips. 

“Well, break it up, then. She’ll have plenty of time for 
that.’ 

Dallas disappeared once more, and Dory slouched 
back in his chair and sucked morosely at his coke bottle, 
There were times when being the leader was a pain. For 
one thing, it removed him from people he liked. There 
was always something to decide on or to plan, and that 
meant keeping his most capable lieutenants near him all 
the time. It also meant that there was no time for relaxing 
with his old friends and just letting the world drift by. 

It would be all right if his staff were the right kind of 
people, but every one of them had character twists that 
made them a pain in the ass. Maybe that was what it took 
to be a dedicated revolutionary. Maybe a person turned 
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to revolution because there wasn’t any way for him to fit — 
into the mainstream. Or maybe it was the other way — 
around; maybe the revolution gobbled up so much of a 
person’s being that there was nothing left over for other ~ 
people. It was for damn sure that he, himself, didn’t have — 
time or energy for anyone who wasted himself on 
frivolous, non-relevant things. 

Hell, take the student protestors, for instance. Take 
Alex Johnson. There was a guy who had the brains and 
the drive to make it big in the movement, but he was piss- 
ing away his talents over university issues. It was all right 
to use those issues — to mix them into the overall bill of 
complaints and agitate over them — and to start hassles 
with them. But that was all they were really worth, just 
focal points for disruption and rocking the boat. Alex 
didn’t seem to see that. He seemed to believe that they 
were individually important, and he spent days negotiat- 
ing with the university administration and urging the 
students to cool it, as if settling something like a black 
studies department or a new admission policy for minority 
race students meant something. 

The fact was that Johnson was like far too many of the 
intelligent blacks; he thought small, and he still had a 
kernel of the Uncle Tom complex at his core. Cleaver and 
Seales and that Davis woman were exceptions, rather 
than the rule. They knew where it was at. They knew 
that the goddam system was too ponderous to be re- 
directed — that it would roll on forever along the same 
lousy course. They understood how the system went 
together, and the loudmouth politicians didn’t, nor did 
they want to. 

The system . . . it was like a big, clumsy machine with 
millions of gears meshing and turning and grinding. A 
guy wasn’t really a cog in the machine, he was one of the 
millions of gears. And every gear was locked into place 
with a couple of others, and there were clutches and 
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shear-pins all through the machine, so that if one gear 
acted up, the machine just kept right on grinding, without 
any change in output. 

There was no way to modify such a complex machine. 
You just had to break it down and replace it with a new, 
streamlined one. That was what the revolution was all 
about. And using the Prescott girl to smash Gunter’s trial 
was part of that. Those bastards in South America had 
come up with one of the best revolutionary weapons yet. 
It was impossible to understand why the Prescott thing 
was the first use of the technique in the US. It wouldn’t 
be the last! It was so goddam simple, with those soft-heads 
in the establishment caught up in their own syrupy senti- 
mentality. They'd run Gunter loose because they hadn’t 
any choice, and when Dory’s counterparts across the 
country saw how easy it was, every one of the trumped up 
trials of ‘the people’ would be wiped out by the same 
means. If everyone got the message, they wouldn’t even 
have to demand passage for the victims out of the coun- 
try, as he was doing for Gunter. They could just make the 
government drop charges — and leave them dropped. 

There would be a brief period where that would work 
great, and then the government would kick off the final 
stage of the revolution. The establishment would over- 
react, like Trudeau had. They’d declare martial law and 
suspend civil rights, and the thousands of people like 
Johnson would see the light. They’d be driven one way 
or the other, and most of them would come over to the 
right side. When the smoke cleared, there’d be a new 
system, one where the greedy bastards with their invest- 
ments and their strangleholds on the lower class debtors 
wouldn’t have the system doing their dirty work for them. 

But that was tomorrow. Today — and maybe for quite 
a few days — there was the Prescott /Gunter thing to bring 
off. And they’d picked a type in Trish Prescott. She was 
as naive and conventional as they came. She was “WASP” 


41 


inhibitions personified. There was going to be time to kill 
while the establishment was running in circles, before 
they made up their minds that they were going to have to - 
give in. Maybe it would be amusing to give this dumb — 
broad an education. It might be fun to see her wake up to 
the fact that sex was like everything else in life — that it 
took different switches to turn on different people. Or 
maybe that everyone has switches that don’t get used — 
much. 

He studied her, ignoring the sickening look of begging — 
in her expression and trying to assess what she had behind — 
it. For a whitey, she was stacked better than most. Natur- — 
ally, she lacked the black woman’s carriage, and she © 
didn’t have as good an ass, but she did have generous 
tits, and there was a reasonable amount of meat on her 
butt. She wasn’t frigid, either. She’d come across fine 
with Jake, and Dory had a hunch that she’d turn on just 
about anytime someone got to her snatch. Yeah, she’d be 
teachable. 

They’d want to break down her resistance first. It might 
be best to start out with a gang fucking. Well, he and 
Dallas, anyhow. Jake probably wouldn’t be able to do 
much with that skinny stub he had for a prick. And then 
they might let Angie have a piece of the action. Angie 
would knock down inhibitions the Prescott broad didn’t 
even know she had. 

Too bad they were going to have to wind up the whole 
thing by cutting her throat. He’d a lot rather know that 
somewhere she was going about whatever she would 
have done, remembering a liberal arts course under 
Dorian Palmer’s direction. But that couldn’t happen. 
Turn her loose, and ‘the man’ would know in five minutes 
who had masterminded the whole kidnapping. They’d 
have him strung up by the balls before he could even 
holler for a lawyer. 

No, they’d have to kill her, but she’d be a hell of a lot 
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wiser woman by the time they did. And she’d keep things i 
a little less boring in the meantime. 


He grinned to himself. In the morning, they’d get the 
curriculum under way. 
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CHAPTER FOUR 


They spent most of the time listening to the radio, and — 
Trish sensed a thread of tension running through her — 
captors’ attitudes. ‘ 
The news broke fast. By midmorning of the first day, — 
her kidnapping was a hot local item. KVMF broke the — 
story first. ; 
‘Good morning, ladies and gentlemen,’ the announcer — 
said. ‘This is the five-minute headlines at ten o'clock. — 
Senator’s daughter missing and feared kidnapped. Union 
shuts down dairy deliveries in wildcat strike. University — 
officials predict solution to latest campus demonstrations. — 
Local industrial executive dies in apparent suicide. Details — 
behind those and other news stories after this message. — 
There was a two-minute break for commercials, and then — 
the announcer was back with the details, ‘Miss Patricia — 
Prescott, daughter of the popular Senator Allison True- — 
bridge Prescott of this county, is missing. Abraham ‘Abe’ — 
Petersen, quarterback of the Cordell University Cougars, 
reported to the police this morning that he was knocked ~ 
‘unconscious by assailants along the Elder River road at ~ 
sometime around one o’clock a.m. and that Miss Prescott 
was gone when he regained consciousness. Mr Petersen 
is undergoing police questioning at this time, and we have 
it from an authoritative source that the case may be solved 
within hours. KVMF will bring you developments in this 
case as they occur. A wildcat strike by members of .. .” 
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Trish stopped listening. Abe was not dead, after all; 
Dory had told her the truth about that. And Abe had 
gone to the police. She wondered if he had gone to them 
immediately — and how long he had been unconscious. A 
sudden fear arose in her mind, and she turned to Dory. 

“Where are the rest of my clothes?’ she asked. 

Dory shrugged. “What you had on in the car is upstairs 
in the wardrobe, except for the dress. Who cares about 
the rest of it?’ 

She did, and she guessed that Abe did. Her stockings 
and shoes were upstairs, then . . . and maybe her garter- 
belt. She couldn’t recall whether that had come off in the 
car or not. But she remembered getting her bra off before 
they reached the river. It had been a real struggle, as 
unsteady as her condition had made her, and trying to do 
it without taking off her dress. And Abe had taken off 
her panties. She shuddered at the thought of the police 
finding those two garments in the car. They'd have no 
doubt as to what had gone on at the river before the 
attack. They’d most likely figure that Abe might have 
done away with her. 

If they believed that, Abe was in for a bad time. But 

the first of the kidnap notes would get him out of that. 

__ For several hours, there was no essential change in the 
_ feports on her disappearance. It became clear that Abe 
_ Was being held for questioning, and by three in the after- 
noon, a number of students had apparently been ques- 
tioned, establishing the fact that Trish had spent the even- 
ing where Abe had said she had. But the police were 
teported to be searching the riverside park, and as some- 
one had leaked the fact to the press that part of her 
Clothes - ‘her undergarments’, as one reporter phrased it 
~had been found in Abe’s car, it seemed evident that they 
were looking for the rest of then in the underbrush and 
expected to find her body there or in the river. 

The evening newscast was brutally frank. Abe was 
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suspected of having raped her and killed her. The police 


were still trying to break down his story and to find out 
what he had done with her body. Crews had dragged the 


river without success, but operations were continuing 


under floodlights moved in by the fire department. Hun- 3 
dreds of students from the university had volunteered to — 


help in the search, and they were continuing to go over 


the ground along the bank of the river again and again. — 
The possibility had not been overlooked that Abe might — 


have disposed of her somewhere else, and other teams © 


were beating every copse of trees in a ten-mile radius. 


Trish squirmed at the wasted effort that was being © 


spent and the mental anguish that Abe must be suffering. 
He ought to demand a lie detector test, she thought. That 
would clear him and set the search off in the right 
direction. 

The senator was heard on the ten o’clock news in 
what must have been a hideous interview to him. Trish 
wilted inside as she listened to the pain in his voice and 
understood that he had to be considering the possibility 
that she was dead. In a way, she wished that she were; 
what he would learn when the first of the messages were 
delivered would tear at him, and the photographs in the 
second would hurt him far worse than news of her death 
would have. 

‘No,’ the senator replied to one question. ‘I don’t 
believe my daughter is dead. I’m inclined to believe the 
Petersen boy’s story, and I beg the kidnappers to get in 
touch with me.’ 

There was more, but it meant little to Trish, and she 
was almost relieved when, at midnight, Dory appeared 
to tire of the radio and suggested that it was time for 
sleep. 

‘We'll have a TV in here tomorrow,’ he said. ‘Some of 
“the people” are getting one for us tonight. But we might 
as well get some sleep. In the morning, we'll get you 
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farted on some studies, Trish.’ He grinned a little. ‘Can’t 
have you going stale.’ 

_ She started. ‘What kind of studies?’ It was inconceiv- 
“able that these people gave a damn about her intellectual 


yell-being. They probably meant to propagandize her 
ith revolutionary garbage. Well, she could listen; she 
uld even feed back the right answers, if it looked like 


to suffer any more than she had to as their prisoner. 
_ She went upstairs without protest, and Dory permitted 
her to use the bathroom. Brushing her teeth with a finger 
ess than ideal, but she felt that she could survive it. 
hen she came out of the bathroom, Angie was waiting 
or her. 
“You'll spend the night where you did last night,’ Angie 


‘Get your dress off,’ Dory commanded. 

Td rather sleep in it,’ she said hopefully. 

‘I don’t give a damn what you'd rather. Get it off!” 

‘Do you two have to stand there and watch me? Angie 
Be." 

‘Damn it, baby, move!” 

She cringed from his scowl and wordlessly fumbled at 
‘the buttons. Reluctantly, she opened the dress and pulled 
off, taking it to the wardrobe and hanging it up. Her 
sh prickled under the men’s stares, and she fought the 
pulse to huddle in a corner. 

‘Lie down!’ Dory snapped the order, 

Slowly, Trish obeyed. 

“On your back. And put your hands up.’ 

She whimpered with embarrassment, but there was no 
to prevent them from tying her, spread-eagled, on 

¢ bed. Dory passed his hand over her body, letting his 

gers linger for a moment every time he struck a spot 
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that produced a tightening of her muscles, and then | \ 
laughed. : 4 

“You're sensitive as hell, baby. You got an appeti 
again, already?’ 

She refused to reply, and he shrugged. 

“Time enough for that,’ he commented. ‘Now keep sti 
tonight. I want to sleep.’ He glanced at the other two. 
‘Come on. She'll be all right.’ 

The three left the room, and Angie snuffed out the 
candles that had lighted the scene. Trish thought about 
the candles. She had wondered why they used them 
instead of electric lights, inasmuch as the house had 
power, but she realized now that if they were in an aban- 
doned building, electric lights would attract attention. It_ 
was easy for the drapes to hide candlelight, and a flicker 
or two would simply reawaken the tales of ghosts that : 
centered around all of the old homes. 

In spite of her fear and discomfort, she felt herself 
growing drowsy, and she made no effort to stay awake. — 
Her bonds were too well fastened for her to have the — 
least chance of loosening them, and there could be no 
other reason for fighting sleep. 

Angie released her in the morning and let her use the 
bathroom again. To Trish’s surprise, they allowed her to 
put on her dress for breakfast. She began to suspect that 
they had forced her to undress the night before simply as 
a mild form of mental torture. She could take that, she 
decided. Hell, she could be as casual a nudist as anyone 
else. 

There was a color-TV set in the living room, and they 
watched the morning news after breakfast. There had 
been no new developments in her disappearance, and 
the only element of interest was the opportunity to see 
her father when his interview was rerun. But they didn’t 
turn from broadcast to broadcast as they had the day 
before. Dory appeared to have other plans. 
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‘It’s about time for some study,’ he said with a yawn. 
‘What do you say, man?’ 

Dallas Wade grinned evilly. “Y’betcha, Dory!’ 

Dory rose. ‘All right. Upstairs.’ 

It was clearly a command, and Trish felt her belly knot 
as she left her chair. Judging from Dallas’ expression, the 
studies that Dory was referring to had been discussed, 
and they were not going to be conventional. She glanced 
cautiously about, following Dory and dreadfully con- 

scious of Dallas and Angie behind her, but trying to 
estimate the chances of escape, should their vigilance 
flag. She was now positive that they were in the Cadwal- 
lader house, and if she could only get out of the door and 
into the woods, she knew that she could elude her captors 
long enough to get home. The only real problems were 
taking the others off guard and finding the doors unlocked. 
Reaching what she had come to think of as ‘her room’, 
she put thoughts of escape aside. There was no mistaking 
the expression in Dory’s face as he faced her and ordered 
her once more to take off her dress. With a numb weight 
settling in her belly, she stripped and let Angie take the 
dress. She stood quietly, naked, her hands at her sides, 
_ waiting for whatever was going to come. Dory gestured 
toward the bed, and she silently collapsed onto it. 

Dory stood between the foot of the bed and the win- 
_ dows, and Angie pulled the drapes back to let sunlight 
filter into the room. With the light streaming in at his 
_ back, Dory looked to Trish like some featureless black 
_ Statue, its shoulders hunched and its head bowed sadly, 
_ but she knew that the sensation was an illusion. 
‘Now we’re going to fuck, Trish Prescott. It’s good for 
the soul.’ 
‘Please, no!’ she pleaded. ‘Please don’t make me do 
that, Dory!’ 
__ ‘Make you sick to your stomach to think of getting 
fucked by a nigger, does it?’ There was a sneer in his tone. 
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‘No! It’s not that! It’s just. 7 

“Well, it ain’t bein’ a virgin,’ coleipanisd Dallas. ‘Dida’ 
notice ya pushin’ that kid away when he got ready t’ stiee 
ya th’ other night.’ 

‘T... Twas drunk! 

*Yeah y’was! Stinkin’-ass crocked! But y’knew ‘nuff 
get *im tuck ya after he’d eatcha.’ Dallas laughed 
obscenely. ‘y 

Trish huddled, sensing that she was not going to be 
able to persuade them to abandon their intentions. She 
watched Dory undress, noticing that his movements were 
sure and unhurried and wondering whether he felt any — i 
consuming desire for her. Somewhere, she had heard that — 
most blacks perferred their own women to white ones, — 
although she doubted that there was a black buck alive © 
who would pass up the chance to humiliate a white ~ 
woman by having her sexually. 5 

Still, Trish had no fundamental objection to letting a 
Negro make love to her. During the current school year, q 
she would surely have welcomed such a diversion, had — 
the opportunity presented itself. What made her guts — 
crawl right now was first that she had no choice and © 
second that the action was going to be witnessed by ~ 
others. And both considerations violated her reawakening 
sense of modesty and propriety. 

She realized that Dory was now naked, but she could 
not let herself believe what she saw in silhouette. His 
body was as gaunt as his face, but it looked powerfully 
lean, rather than wasted and stringy. His legs were slightly 
parted, and his scrotum hung like an overloaded bag 
between his thighs, its swollen bottom halfway to his 
knees. A glean of reflected light outlined his penis, and 
she averted her eyes, refusing to accept their fleeting testi- 
mony as to its size. Human males simply did not have 
cocks that big. Donkeys, maybe, but not men. Her vision 
had to be playing tricks on her. 
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He stretched his body beside hers, resting on one elbow 
and fingering her. She clenched her fists and pressed them 
against her thighs, her legs clamped together and her 
jaws tightly closed. She wanted to close her eyes, but it 
was impossible. Something within her demanded that she 
continue to watch Dory’s face, searching it for the first 
sign of changing mood. And she was dimly aware of the 
fact that another need kept her gaze fixed on him; she was 
a woman ~ a damned desirable woman, she knew — and it 
was important to her subconscious to know how Dory 
was going to react to her. It would be the ultimate disgrace 
if he should possess her without emotion. 

His hands felt strange to her. No one had ever touched 
her this way with such long fingers or such huge palms, 
and it was a novelty to feel his hand on both breasts at 
once. She felt her nipples harden and swell, and tingles 
_ raced inward from them. As he played, first with her 
__ breasts and then letting his hand rove over her belly and 
her sides, thrills jabbed through her and her muscles 
twitched. She recognized the shortness of breath that 
invariably came with her first, mounting excitement, and 
_ she sucked in deep drafts of air. 

_ She consciously studied the contrast between the ebony 
" hue of his skin and the golden tints of her own, and it 
tugged at her with a heady urgency. The warmth of early 
_flow sprang to her crotch, and she gasped and worked her 
“thighs against each other. 
Dory chuckled quietly, and his fingertips buried them- 
ves in the pale thicket on her mound. She grunted a 
wordless protest, but her hips jerked involuntarily, and 
his hand slid closer to the juncture of her thighs. He 
fingered the faint roll of flesh at the top of her thigh and 
forced his hand into the heat of the contact zone, leaning 
oward her to stare into her face. She felt as if she were 
hypnotized; she could neither turn her face away nor 
push at him, and when his lips approached hers, she held 
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herself motionless and hited to feel them. 

His mouth settled on her gently, its heat warming het 
coldness and its fullness cushioning the initial pressure, 
His breath smelled fresh, and she remembered briefly 
that she had yet to see him smoke. But she forgot that as” 
the vibrancy of his lips aroused response in her own, and 
in a moment, she found herself thrusting into the kiss, her 
own mouth working and her lips parting hungrily. She — 
slipped her left arm between his raised body and the — 
mattress, her palm resting on the back of his shoulder, ~ 
and his right hand clutched at his other shoulder, pulling — 
her up to him and flattening her breasts against his chest. — 
She felt his hand press against her back, between her 
shoulderblades, and she quivered while the kiss continued. 

She darted her tongue out to touch his lips, and he 
responded driving his own deeply into her mouth. She 
sucked and nibbled at the thick bar of flesh, and when he 
withdrew it she extended hers, letting him capture it with 
his suction. A fever of aggressiveness shook her, and she 
opened her mouth as wide as it would go, as if intent on 
engulfing Dory’s entire face, and strained against him to 
force her tongue into his throat. 

The effort aroused her whole body, and she raised her 
right knee and drew her foot up to her left thigh, jamming 
her belly into the slim hardness that was Dory’s side. His 
hand slid from her shoulders downward to her buttocks, 
and he held her to him and massaged the straining buns 
of flesh until she felt herself tremble with eagerness, 

When he rolled her onto her back again and drew back 
his head, she whimpered in protest at his breaking off the 
kiss, but she let her knees fall away from each other and 
caught at his wrist to direct his fingers to the gulping folds 
in her crotch. He felt the slippery inner surfaces of her 
labia, and one finger settled on her clitoris to begin a 
slow, circular massage. She felt her hips thrashing, and 
she tossed her head from side to side, moaning softly to 
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him. And when he rolled over her left leg and settled into’ 
the saddle between her thighs, she thrust her mound 
upward into the head of his belly. 

A flash of warning seared her mind, and she cried out 
in reluctant protest. 

‘Too big, Dory! Oh, I want it so, but it’s too big!’ 

‘No, it isn’t, baby,’ he said calmly. “You'll see.’ 

He rose to his knees, and she stared in fascination at 
the incredible size of the mast that jutted from the forest 
of black hair that covered his groin. Helpless to stop 
herself, she reached for the cock, raising herself on one 
elbow and closing her other hand around the shaft. It 
pulsed hotly in her palm, and she could not make her 
fingers meet her thumb around it. The upper surface and 
the sides were iron hard, while the underside had a mus- 
cular firmness that transmitted the inner heat. Tentatively, 
she drew her fingertips over the head, thrilling to the 
velvety texture of the skin, and she scooped a glistening 
drop of clear liquid from the lips of the tight slit at the top. 

Dory sighed and slipped one great hand under her 
buttocks, then lifted her hips to the level of his crotch. 
The abrupt movement broke Trish’s spell, and she cried 
out, her shoulders falling back to the mattress. 

‘Dory! Please, Dory, be careful!’ 

He nodded and grinned, and his free hand seized his 
hard-on and forced it downward until the head disap- 
peared from her view. But she felt it, the blunt nose 
settling into the hollow around’ the mouth of her vagina 


__ and pressing at the eager rim. A terrifying flood of desire 
_ broke over her, and her body twisted, demanding the 
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entry that she knew was impossible. But Dory leaned 
lightly on his positioned cock and let go of it to place his 
hand on her hip, and using both hands, he drew her 
harder and harder against the massive bulb, while she 
felt herself distend and slide onto the top like an elastic 


_ glove. 
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She moaned with pleasure, and the stretching con 
tinued, building her excitement and her longing- and 
driving caution before its spread. For a moment, the” 
inward sliding ceased, and then there was a piercing flash ~ 
of pain and a sensation of intolerable fullness. She clawed 7 
_at the air with her hands, then clutched at her hair and” 
tipped her head back, giving a triumphant cry. She held — 
her breath while the enormous shaft plunged deeper and ~ 
deeper, and she felt pressure build in the center of her : 
belly. Wonder seized her at the realization that the walls — 
of her vagina had not yet failed. : 

Releasing his grip on her with one hand, Dory sup- — 
ported her buttocks with the other and leaned down to 
brace his free hand on the mattress. Slowly, he let her 
down, lowering himself with her until she lay flat with 
his body firmly planted against her throbbing crotch. 

It was impossible, she told herself, It was impossible 
for that huge roll of meat to be buried in her pussy with- 
out killing her, but it had happened! Even now, he was 
working his dick backward and forward, and wave after 
incredible wave of animal delight was coursing through 
her, making her pump her hips and strain her thighs 
against his hips. 

She caught at him with her hands, clinging to him 
and mumbling incoherent endearments. She recognized 
two components to the dizzying sensations that assailed 
her. There was a fantastic tightness in the mouth of her 
vagina, and the ribbed shell of his penis created a rippling 
thrill as it slid in and out. And there was a packed taut- 
ness in her belly that was like nothing that she had ever 
experienced, which forced her organs aside with the 
movements of the head within her and compounded her 
excitement until she wondered if she could tolerate it. 
She felt so full that she was on the verge of gagging, and 
even that helped to inflame her. 

Suddenly, she reached the limit of tautness that her 
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system could bear, and something seemed to burst in 
her. The room swirled before her and the world narrowed 
until it was nothing but the enormous cock and a brilliant 
explosion of passion. Her body shook with a buzzing, 
endless tremor, and her belly churned with giant con- 
tractions. There was a rush of new heat at her core, and 
her tremor redoubled, tearing at her and wrenching deep 
groans from her throat to match the grunts that Dory was 
uttering. The shaking continued until she felt that she 
must scream, and then her contractions diminished and 
the tremor began to subside. She collapsed, her arms 
holding Dory against her and her lips hungrily nuzzling 
at his shoulders. 

Her breathing quieted, and she became conscious that 
Dory was still sucking in great gulps of air. But his dis- 
tress appeared to ease, too, and he laughed softly. 
‘Pretty good fuck, baby.’ 

‘Good, Dory,’ she whispered. ‘You were right!’ 
“Yeah. You took it.’ 

‘But it scared me.’ 

‘It won’t, next time.’ 

___ The promise chilled her. She had enjoyed having him 
__ make love to her. It had been the most satisfying fuck 
_ of her experience, and she could not regret it. But the 
~ quiet suggestion that she would repeat it with him dis- 
_ mayed her and awoke her delinquent conscience, If she 
"let herself want him, she would be betraying her family 
_ more shamefully than she had with her earlier toying 
_ with the other university men. And although she now 
_ tegarded those affairs as childish in comparison with 
_ this one, she could not allow herself to abandon the beliefs 
_ that had so recently found renewed strength in her. 

_ But she could say only, ‘Oh, Dory.’ And it was a 
_ whisper. 
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CHAPTER FIVE 


Dory found a rag in the bureau and mopped the clinging 4 


white threads of semen from his softened penis. A glance . 


at Dallas confirmed his guess that the other would be 
driven to a near unquenchable level of heat by the scene 
he had witnessed. 

‘Well, you plan to stand there all day?’ he asked the 
shaggy white. 

Dallas shot him a quick look of anger. ‘Y’mean I c’n 
plug ’er now, y’r highness?’ 

‘She ought to be loosened up good,’ remarked Dory, 

‘Shit, yes! I’m like t’fall in’n drown!’ 

‘Sure, sure.’ 

‘How come y’had t’go first? Ruin it fr anyone else!’ 

‘For Christ’s sake, quit bitching!’ 

Dallas scowled, but he stripped without further com- 
ment. Dory saw Trish’s eyes widen with alarm, and she 
looked beseechingly toward him. 

‘Does he have to?’ she asked in a pleading tone. 

Dory shrugged. ‘Why not? How can he hurt you?’ 

- The girl subsided, but her expression of disgust was 
too plain to misinterpret. Neither that nor the thick cream 
that frothed at her crotch appeared to distract Dallas 
from his need. He strode to the bed, his body streaked 
with sweat channels in the thick grime that covered him, 
and struck Trish’s legs apart. Without any effort to arouse 
her, he lowered himself and plunged a scrawny cock into 
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her. She clutched at her mouth and averted her face, and 
Dory wondered how bad Dallas’ breath would smell at 
such close range. 

But the stringy buttocks flashed up and down, and 
Dory saw that the girl’s hips were slowly beginning to 
twitch. He expected Dallas to go off like a hair-triggered 
gun, and his amazement grew steadily as the rapid pump- 
ing continued without a break in the rhythm. The girl’s 
tempo increased until she matched Dallas’, and her 
breasts surged and bounced under the puffing man. 

There was an expression of pain and loathing on her 
features, and she kept her eyes tightly closed, but her 
fingers clenched and unclenched, and her toes splayed 
rigidly when she drew her knees up. She flailed against 
Dallas, and there was a wild, wet, slapping sound as 
their bellies pounded each other. For a skinny, hungry 
guy, Dory thought, Dallas had mansized balls, and they 
battered at the white girl’s ass until it was surely going to 
turn purple. 


_ The couple on the bed strained together and panted, and 
Trish made a strangled moaning sound through her 
_ clenched teeth. And then both went limp, and a trickle of 
_ Saliva ran from the corner of the girl’s mouth. 

After a period in which the only sounds were the 
irregular pantings of the spent couple, Trish groaned 
in a low, miserable voice. To Dory’s surprise, the sound 
moved him, and he caught himself on the verge of moving 
io the bedside. Instead, ‘he leaned hard against the bureau 
d waited, and in a moment, Dallas heaved himself off 
Trish and stumbled to his feet on the floor. He dressed 
without bothering to clean himself, and Dory’s stomach 
‘churned at the thought of the new layers of odors that 
‘would join Dallas’ already overpowering stench. 

He turned toward Trish. ‘If you feel like cleaning up, 
go ahead.’ 
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She gazed at him for a long time, = nodded and 
made her lips form a silent, “Thank you.’ ; 

Dory tossed her a rag, and she pressed it to her crotch 
and struggled from the bed, going into the hall and 
toward the bathroom. 

‘Hey, you ready to take her on?’ Dory asked Angie. 

Angie shook her head with a glance of distaste toward — 
Dallas. ‘This afternoon, maybe,’ she replied. And then, 
admiringly, ‘You’re something of a man .. . I ever tell © 
you that?’ 

Dory laughed. ‘Last two days were the first time I 
knew sex was anything but a term paper to you.’ 

She sniffed. ‘Shit! You’re just too wrapped up in your 
goddam revolution to see anything around you.’ 

‘Isn’t that what we’re here for?’ 

‘Sure, Dory. That’s what we’re here for.’ Her voice 
had a flat note to it. 

‘Better see that the girl doesn’t start wandering around,’ 
Dory suggested. 

Angie nodded and left the room, and Dallas sighed. 

‘That broad fucks hard,’ he commented. ‘I’d rather 
fork Angie, though.’ 

“You ever have?’ asked Dory without caring. 

‘Naw. Stuck-up cunt! She won’t gimme th’ time ©’ 
day.’ He brightened. ‘I'll get to ’er, he said, more to 
himself than to Dory. “Yeah! Here!’ 

Dory doubted it, but he said nothing. He went into 
the hall, carrying Trish’s dress, and when she came out 
of the bathroom, he handed it to her. 

‘Let’s go down and see what they’re saying on the 
news,’ he said. 

Trish nodded and pulled the dress on, buttoning it as 
she went along the hallway. 

There was nothing on either television or radio about 
Trish when they got downstairs, but within a half hour, 
the scheduled TV program was interrupted. 
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‘We interrupt this program for a special news bulletin, 
ladies and gentlemen,’ came the announcer’s voice. ‘We 
take you to the KVMF newsroom.’ 

At the beginning of the announcement, the regular 
program had been blotted out by the station logo, and 
now the screen filled with a shot of the newsroom. The 
scene was nothing like that which Dory was accustomed 
to seeing during scheduled newscasts. The camera was 
evidently set for a wider angle, and there was a tangle 
of cables and a profusion of cameras and props, while in 
one corner a harried-looking man in shirt sleeves picked 
his way through the confusion to the familiar news desk 
and seated himself. The camera zoomed in, and the man 
looked into it. 

‘Ladies and gentlemen,’ he said, reading from a sheet 
of paper. “We have just learned that Senator Prescott’s 
daughter was actually abducted. The senator received a 
message from the kidnappers through the mail within the 
past hour. While he declines to reveal what evidence © 
convinces him that the message is genuine, he insists that 
__ itis, and the authorities agree.’ 

_ The announcer read the first message that Dory had 
e sent. 

_ “There is no indication as to where Miss Prescott is 
being held or what the kidnappers want, he continued. 
‘But Senator Prescott has renewed his appeal for her safe 
return, Abraham Petersen has been released from cus- 
tody, and the police refuse to reveal their plans for future 
action. Station KVMF-TV will continue to monitor this 
case, and will present special bulletins as new develop- 
“ments arise. For the sake of any viewers who tuned in 
_late, Senator Prescott has, within the past hour, 

feceived ...” 

__ ‘They didn’t say anything about th’ judge or th’ attorney 
‘gen'ral,’ commented Dallas. ‘Someone blew it, Palmer.’ 
Dory turned on Dallas. ‘Jesus, man! What did you 
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expect? Prescott got local delivery? It'll be tomorrow 
before the other two messages get delivered.’ ae 

‘Howja know Prescott was gonna be here t’get th’ — 
note?’ 

‘Hell, the newspapers all had it in! He was coming 
home for a couple of days before hitting the western 
half of the state.’ 

‘Oh.’ Dallas stared sullenly at the TV, chewing his 
lower lip. 

Dory suppressed his disgust and studied Trish. She 
looked as if her death sentence had been pronounced, 
and he knew at once that she was thinking of the photo 
that had been in the envelope with the note. Still, that 
one would do nothing to the senator like the next one 
would. When the pompous bastard saw her hanging over 
the edge of the bed with Jake eating her, that would 
really freak him out! 

Damned funny, though, that Prescott had gotten the 
first note and not the second. They had been mailed the 
same day, and they both should have been delivered 
today. The post office must be as badly screwed up as 
the rest of the establishment. Or maybe the second one 
had gotten there at the same time, and the senator was 
just keeping his mouth shut while he rang out the possi- 
bility of getting Gunter sprung. Yeah, that was more 
likely! 

Dory settled against the back of the couch with a 
pleased sigh. Things were working out fine; they’d be 
done with their need for Trish Prescott in no more than 
another day or two. And she had a lot to learn in that 
time. 

There was a halting knock from the rear of the house, 
and Dory recognized the signal that was coded for cell 
identification. Most likely Horowitz, he thought. Angie 
rose and glanced at Dory questioningly, and he nodded. 
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She left the living room, and in a moment, he heard 
Jake’s voice. 

“... by the balls, I tell you!’ Jake was exclaiming, ‘Got 
”em by the aching balls! They don’t know which way to 
jump!’ 

Jake came in and Dory asked, ‘Who’s that, Horowitz?’ 

‘The pigs . . . the senator . . . everyone! Shit, they don’t 
know whether to piss or go blind!’ 

Dory smiled. ‘How come?’ 

“Well, y’know Carl Welks . . . the guy we put into the 
_ police department.’ 

‘Yeah.’ 

‘He says the word is around that Senator Prescott 
came down to the station right after he got our note 
and wanted to know what they had in the way of foot- 
prints and stuff where the girl, here, was grabbed,’ 

*Yeah?’ 

‘Turns out they didn’t have anything.’ 

‘So?’ 

‘The senator figured that was pretty damn strange, 
seeing how soft the ground was where the car banged - 
into that brush. And it finally came out they weren’t 
looking too hard for footprints, because they were so. 
sure the Petersen guy had killed Miss Prescott. There’s 
likely to be a detective lieutenant or two looking for a 
job over that.’ 

Dory laughed happily. That was another of the traits 
of the great mass of cottonheads who ran the nation’s 
officialdom that was going to make the revolution work. 
Let them get an idea in their heads, and they looked for 
nothing but supporting facts, ignoring the clearest signs 
that they were on the wrong track. It had worked to his 
benefit, this time, and it would do so again and again. 

Jake continued. ‘I guess the senator’s laid out a whole 
warplan for those guys . . . roadblocks . . . surveillance 
_ of the joints... who’s missing around town . . . the whole 
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bit. Only if they come up with anything, they don’t move 
until he’s personally gone over the strategy with them. — 
He doesn’t want anything to happen to his girl. And he’s 
ready to talk ransom.’ 

Dory leaned forward abruptly. “‘Who’s missing around 
town? They’re trying to find that out?’ 

“Yeah. So what?’ 

‘So Angie and I’ve cut classes for two days now. What 
about you? You been going?’ 

Jake snorted. “Why sweat it? I’m a month ahead of 
the lectures, as it is.’ 

‘Sure you are. What’re they going to figure when they 
find out what we want for Trish — Miss Prescott — and 
then start looking at who’s missing on campus?’ 

Horowitz hesitated, and Dory saw that the point had 
gone home. 

But Jake recovered quickly. ‘Aw, hell, Dory. There’s 
a couple of hundred students been out for a week. And 
they'll stay out until Johnson has the administration lined 
up on the student union thing,’ 

‘Couple hundred? How many from our cell?’ 

‘Uh . . . well, that’s different. What the hell do we 
care about the student union thing? Why cut classes for 
that when no one’s gonna throw a bomb until the talking’s 
over?’ 

“That’s what I thought. Look, those establishment jerks 
may be stupid, but they'll know they’re dealing with the 
movement. It’s the movement people they'll be asking 
about. You start hitting those damn classes, Horowitz. 
And Angie will, too.’ 

‘What about you?’ 

’ Dory shook his head. ‘We'll have a look at your 
schedule and Angie’s. If we can work it so you two can 
be here when I’m in class, I’ll go.’ 

It was time for lunch, Dory decided, and he’d worked 
up an appetite. Fucking did that, he reflected - made a 
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guy hungry as hell. But the news was doing it, too, as 


good news always did. And so far, everything that he’d 
heard had been good news, with the possible exception 
of the bit about checking out missing faces. One way or 
the other, he was going to have to show his. 

He heard a curious, muffled wailing and glanced 
around to see if the others had heard it. Trish had her 
head cocked as if she were listening, but it was obvious 
that none of the other three had noticed. He listened, 
straining to shut out the announcer’s voice. He heard the 
sound again, and he twisted his head quickly to establish 
a direction. It had come from down the hall, he was 
certain. He saw Trish watching him, and he smiled and 
shook his head. 

But he rose casually to his feet, and by the time the 
weak wail came again, he was standing beside the hall 
doorway. It had to be a cat or some kind of bird, he 
decided, and he beckoned to Trish, who got up at once 
and came to-him. 

‘Where you going?’ asked Angie. 

‘To get something to eat,’ he answered. 

‘Sure you are,’ Angie smirked. ‘Mind if I come along?’ 

He minded, but he was damn well not going to make a 
big deal of it. ‘Come on,’ he replied. 

He led the way along the hall, hearing the plaintive 
sound often enough to know that he was on the right 
track, but it led him into what had originally been a small 
study, and there was nothing there. The goddam noise 
seemed to come right out of the wall, and he knew that 


__ was impossible. 


‘Crap,’ he said in disgust. ‘Must be wind or something.’ 
Trish nodded doubtfully, and something about her 
manner drew his attention. He stared at her for a time, 
then turned away; he must have been mistaken. She 


- crossed to the wall and leaned against the edge of one 


4 of the panels, as if she were still listening, and suddenly 
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Dory caught a movement out of the corner of his eye. 
He whirled in time to see the panel slide to the side to’ 
reveal a dark recess in the wall. Trish made an obvious — 
effort to look startled, but he knew that she was not. 

The wail came again, loud and clear, and Dory lunged — 
at the opening. Whatever was in there had to be in trouble, — 
or it would have come bounding out the instant the panel — 
opened. But Angie stopped him. 

‘How about a candle?’ she asked. 

He waited while Angie got one from the kitchen, and — 
then he lighted it and went into the passage. It was terribly — 
narrow, and it looked as if it had been sealed for years. — 
There were great swaths of cobweb, and the dust was 
thick enough to fly off in clouds when he disturbed it, 
and the place smelled ancient. But not moldy, he thought. 
Not the way it ought to smell if it had really been sealed. 

He came to a flight of groaning, wooden stairs that 
led downward, and he started down them. Suddenly there 

was a scream from directly beneath the foot that he was 
lowering to the next step. He jerked his foot back and 
bent with the candle, staring into two pools of green light. 

‘Jesus!’ he exclaimed. ‘Jee-zus! Hey, you poor little 
thing! How in hell did you do that to yourself?’ 

There was a half-grown, gray kitten huddled on the 
step, its ears back and its face turned alertly toward him. 
But it stayed in place, its right leg wedged into a tapered 
crack in the step, the fur gone from the leg and blood 
drying on it. Carefully, Dory worked the leg free and 
scooped the kitten up in his hand. It struggled briefly, 
then yielded to his grip, still watching him closely while 
he carried it to the open panel. 

‘Don’t know how the little bastard got there or how 
it caught its paw,’ he said grufily. “But here it is, and it 
needs help. Its name is Eyes.’ 

“How do you know?’ demanded Angie. 

‘Because, that’s what I named him,’ 
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‘Oh.’ 

‘Better see what we’ve got to feed him,’ Dory muttered. 
‘And that leg needs something done to it.’ 

‘Well, I’m no damn nurse, but we’ve got canned milk 
and some lunch meat,’ Angie observed. 

‘Then we'll feed him. And while he’s eating, we can 
figure out what to do about the leg.’ 

He started toward the door with Angie at his side, but 
he turned his head to see if Trish was following. She was 
just moving away from the wall, and the panel was sliding 
closed. Dory raised his eyebrows at Trish, and she looked 
- at him blankly, but when the kitten was taken care of, 

he would have a question or two for that girl, 
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CHAPTER SIX 


The kitten bolted the lunch meat they offered it and 
gorged itself on the water-thinned canned milk. At last, 
it staggered away from the bowl, sat heavily, and pro- 
ceeded to deliver one gargantuan belch after another. 
Angie collapsed in a paroxysm of giggles, and Trish 
joined her while Dory grinned. 

‘What’ll we do about that leg?’ he asked, then. 

Trish knelt to examine it, and the kitten warily sub- 
mitted to her touch. ‘I think we ought to put some salve 
on it” she murmured. ‘There’s a good ointment for cats.’ 
She named it. 

‘Where the hell do we get it?’ asked Dory. 

‘Walgreen’s Drug Store carries it,’ 

‘T’ll have Jake go after it.’ 

‘All right.’ 

‘What’ll we do with the beast until he gets back? He’ll 
lick the meat right off the bone.’ 

Trish shook her head. ‘He’ll probably sleep most of 
the time.’ 

‘I guess so. He acts drowsy already.’ 

Dory sent Jake on his errand and tried to get Trish 
alone to question her about the passage she had so oppor- 
tunely discovered. But Angie appeared to have other 
ideas. 

‘Wouldn’t you say it was about time for some more 
study?’ she suggested. 
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Dory hesitated, then nodded. ‘Why not? ... Hey, Trish. 
Come on.’ 

‘Hm? ... Oh. All right.’ Trish joined them. ‘Hear 
another cat?’ 

‘Not this time. We figure it’s time to give you some 
more education.’ 

Her face colored, and Trish stared at the floor. Her 
voice was low when she answered. “Do we have to? Please 
Dory, not now.’ 

‘Don’t see any good reason why not, baby. It isn’t going 
to hurt you any worse than you are already.’ 

“Buts'35” 

‘Come on. Don’t give me a lot of static.’ 

Trish sighed and followed him to the stairs, but she 
climbed them slowly, and he knew that she was more 
reluctant to participate in sex activities than she had been 
that morning. It didn’t make sense, he thought. It ought 
to get easier for her, rather than harder, as she became 
accustomed to the indignity of it. Hell, she had the perfect 
out for enjoying herself all the way. In the first place, she 
couldn’t help herself, and in the second, she could pretend 
that it would buy her better treatment than resistance. 
On the other hand, she might be thinking about how those 
pics were going to look to her old man. 

In the bedroom, he ordered Trish to get out of her dress 
again, and she did so without further argument. But 
Angie, with underwear and a two-piece ensemble to get 
out of, was faster than Trish, and she waited beside the 
bed while Trish hung her dress in the wardrobe. 

“What ... what’s going to happen now?’ asked Trish 
in a small voice. 

‘Angie wants to teach you some of the finer points of 
sex,’ replied Dory. ‘Just relax, babe, and it'll go easy.’ 

Trish approached the side of the bed, watching Angie 
with the same wary attention that the kitten had paid to 
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him, and Dory smiled at the comparison. His smile broad- 
ened at Angie’s quickness. Without warning, the darker 
girl pinioned Trish’s arms to her sides and gathered the 
blonde to her. Their breasts met and mashed, and Angie 
began to twist, rubbing hers over Trish’s in a slow, 
sinuous massage. Trish struggled for a moment, then held 
herself rigidly still. Angie thrust her belly forward to rub 
‘it over Trish’s, and then she deliberately pressed her 
mouth to Trish’s lips. 

They fell together onto the bed, and Angie rolled, cat- 
like, onto Trish, straddling the girl’s waist and bending 
forward to resume the interrupted kiss. Trish caught at 
the back of Angie’s head, winding her fingers in the black 
hair and rolling Angie’s head and neck from side to side, 
her own face thrust up to maintain lip contact. 

Finally, Angie disengaged her lips from Trish’s, and 
she hitched forward, grasping one of her own breasts in 
her hand and maneuvering it over Trish’s face. She rubbed 
the nipple along each side of Trish’s nose and back and 
forth across the girl’s lips, and Trish opened her mouth 
and sucked the long tit in. Angie’s mouth strained open, _ 
and she shuddered, her hands groping at Trish’s 
shoulders. She undulated her hips and her crotch scrubbed _ 
Trish’s belly. 

Suddenly, Angie flung herself off Trish and reversed — 
ler position, her mouth nibbling hungrily at Trish’s belly 
and her own black pubic brush jammed against Trish’s — 
shoulder. Trish grabbed Angie’s upper leg and pulled it — 
across herself, trapping it with her elbow and fingering 
the exposed labia. F 

. 


Suddenly, Trish gasped and started, and Dory glanced j 
toward Angie’s head to see that Trish’s knees were drawn 
up and apart and that Angie’s mouth was now at the — 
petal-like, salmon-colored tissues in Trish’s pussy. Trish’s 
hips bounced, and Angie palpated the girl’s buttocks, — 
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spreading them and dipping her fingers to the edge of 
Trish’s anus. And Trish retaliated. She was now licking 
Angie’s labia vigorously, her tongue darting abruptly to” 
the girl’s clitoris from time to time, and her fingers were 
scrabbling in the mucous-like fluid that surrounded 
Angie’s glory hole. 

Without warning, Trish centered the middle finger of 
her left hand over Angie’s rectum and drove it into her. 
As it vanished, Angie let out a startled, muffled yell, and 

_ she plunged her own finger into Trish. The two thrashed 
about on the bed, each keeping her grip on the other’s 
_ buttocks and working to insert a second finger and each 
keeping her mouth at the other’s snatch. Dory panted, 
and his cock ached and burned. He unzipped his fly and 
let it out in the open to cool off, but it continued to throb, 
and he worried for fear it would spew out a bellyful of 
jyism, 


Angie’s ass lashed back and forth, but Trish had a firm 
grip on her clitoris. For a long time they quivered, the 
_ Violence stilled and the inner violence in command, and 
_ then they crumpled into an exhausted heap, and Dory 
cautiously separated them, afraid that Trish would 
_ smother. 

__. She was the first to recover sufficiently to stagger to the 
bathroom, after all, and Dory retrieved her dress from 
__ the wardrobe and followed to wait outside. When he got 
_ there, he heard a repeated sound of retching, and he knew 
that reaction had set in. Forgetting herself as she did 
_ when excitement overwhelmed her reason, Trish was still 
_ uptight about sex, and the new forms that she was learn- 
- ing about for the first time were apparently exacting their 
- toll from her in the moments of lowered psychic strength 


__ She was a long time in the bathroom, and there were 
deep circles under her eyes when she came out. Dory held 
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the dress up for her, and she turned and thrust her arms q 
into the sleeves, then turned back to smile wanly at him. 
‘Thanks,’ she murmured simply. 


‘Now, baby. How come you found that passage so easy?’ 
‘What? That was an accident!’ 

~ ‘Sure, sure.’ 

~ ‘Tt was! I just leaned against the wall to listen, and the 

wall opened!’ 
‘I noticed. You been in here before, baby.’ 
‘Dory; 1.1 

Sep AY ae rt 
‘Well-I-l. ..’ She bit her lip and appeared to fight with 


herself. At last, she continued. ‘Will and I — he’s my older % 


brother — I think this is one of the “haunted” houses we 
used to play in when we were kids.’ 

*Yeah?’ 

‘It’s the Cadwallader place, isn’t it, Dory.’ 
_ ‘Hell, I wouldn’t know.’ 

‘This is right next to daddy’s place, isn’t it?’ B 

It was Dory’s turn to hesitate. She was right, and that 
meant that she knew the house better than he did, prob- — 
ably. The secret passage bit made that pretty certain. But 


if she had the slightest doubt about her recognition, it — 


would serve to slow her down in any attempt to get away. _ 
It would make it tougher if she took it into her head that — 
she could escape without help, and he didn’t want to — 
encourage that notion. On the other hand, his hesitation 
had already given her the answer that she wanted, and — 
something in him rebelled against a useless lie, “Yeah, — 
it’s next door. But there’s a good mile between, and you — 
might as well know I run the cross-country for Cordell. I — 
wouldn’t do anything rash if I were you.’ 4 
_ Trish nodded slowly and tiredly. ‘All right.’ 
‘What tipped the place off to you? Most of the furniture | 4 
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in here came in a piece at a time, after we decided to use 
this as a headquarters.’ 

‘It took awhile,’ she admitted. ‘But it was awfully 
familiar, and Will and I spent a lot of time here. It was 
that panel that proved it.’ 

“Huh. How about showing me the secret?’ 

‘I don’t think . .. well, all right. It doesn’t matter, 

He was silent. If she believed that it didn’t matter, he 
saw no need to enlighten her. They went to the study, and 
she guided his fingers along the molding that framed the 
movable panel until he felt a sharp protrusion. 

‘There’s a flush button just below that,’ she said. ‘Push 
it’ 

He pushed, feeling part of the surface recede from the 
pressure, and there was a faint set of clicks before the 
panel began to slide open. 

‘Push it again when you want it to close,’ she said. ‘If 
you want to work it from inside, there’s a lever in the wall, 
about the height of your shoulder. 

“Where’s the passage go?’ he asked. 

“To the basement. There’s one room down there that 
hasn’t any connection with the rest of the cellar; this is the 
only way to get to it.’ 

‘This room?’ 

She hesitated for the space of a breath, then shook her 
head. ‘This passage. There are two other openings into 
the passage — one in the master suite upstairs and one in 
the attic tower-room.’ 

Dory turned the information over in his mind. The 
implications were staggering. The only real problem was 
that Angie was aware of the passage, too, and that could 
be dangerous if he ever wanted to use it. . . or if he had 
to use it, he thought, correcting himself quickly. Still, the 
likelihood of anyone getting that out of Angie was damned 


_ Temote, and even if they should, she didn’t know how it 


operated, 
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- He depressed the invisible button, and the panel silently — 
closed. ‘Let’s get back to the living room,’ he said. —- 

‘Why don’t we check the kitchen?’ Trish countered his 
suggestion. 

‘Okay.’ 

When they entered the kitchen, the kitten stretched and 
opened its eyes, staring contentedly at them across the 
injured leg. Dory picked it up and held it against his chest, 
listening to its rumbling purr. 

Trish smiled. ‘He thinks he’s found a home,’ she said. 

‘I can’t figure how he got into that passage,’ replied 
Dory. “That bugs me.’ 

‘Ventilation hole, probably. There are quite a few, and 
maybe the grating rusted off one of them.’ 

‘How big are they?’ 

‘Like so.’ Trish showed him, holding her hands 
approximately six inches apart. ‘And square.’ 

‘I ought to check them. Hate to wind up with a batch of 
skunks in there.’ 

Trish giggled, visualizing the problems that would be 
involved in evicting a family of skunks. Dory grinned and 
carried the kitten toward the living room, and Trish 
walked beside him, scratching the purring animal’s head. 
They returned to the couch, and Trish stared moodily at 
the TV. 

‘How come you’re a revolutionary, Dory?’ she asked. 

‘Because we live in a rotten society,’ he replied 
brusquely. Why should she care? If she hadn’t the sense 
to grasp the idea at the university, this wasn’t the place to 
change her mind. 

‘That rotten?’ she insisted. 

‘That rotten. The whole goddam system. Rotten in 
every fiber.’ 

‘Oh, Dory, that’s not fair!’ 

‘Shit! Fair? There’s no such word.’ 
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‘All right. What’s rotten about it?’ 

“There’s a price tag on everything. Everything!” 

‘That’s capitalism. You think communism’d be better?’ 

‘Look, your kind of society thinks four letter words are 
obscene. I’ll tell you the words that are really obscene! 
Four syllable words! Know why?’ 

‘Why?’ 

‘Because they’re words for abstract notions. A guy can 
give any meaning he wants to one of them. Take a four- 
letter word. Mostly, it means something you can get your 
hands on... something you can see or feel.’ 

‘Like love?’ she asked. 

He shrugged. “You got any doubt what love means?’ 

‘No, but...’ 

; ‘Okay, you might see it different from the way I do. 
__ But neither one of us sees it as anything like hate. Look, 
_ Im saying that capitalism covers everything you want it 
to.’ 

‘It’s putting money to work for you.’ 

“Yeah. By making someone else pay to use it.” 

‘What’s wrong with that?’ 

‘Nothing, if the guy’s got a choice. But say he’s got to 
pay a hospital bill and he doesn’t have the money. Then : 
what?’ 

‘He pays a little bit at a time.’ 

__ ‘Pays the bill and interest on what he owes. So someone 
_ can have money working for him.’ 

 -*Well-I-l...’ 

‘Say a guy’s stove burns out or his plumbing eats 
_ through. How does his wife cook for the kids — or get 
_ water for them to drink and to wash in? Money. And 
__ interest.’ 

__ ‘But someone worked hard to earn that money!’ 

__ ‘Maybe. Maybe not. Know what happens? The worse 
a guy needs money in this society, the less the guy with 
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the money wants to loan it to him. So guys sneak in with 4 
ways of collecting, and they charge higher interest. That — 
means the poorer a man is, the more he has to pay. And 
that goes for buying goods, not just for borrowing money.’ — 

‘Oh, that’s not true!’ 

‘The hell you yell! Who sells furniture in the slums? 
And what kind of furniture? And what happens to the guy 
who buys their stuff on credit? I'll tell you! Crooks sell it, 
and it’s junk and they sell the loan to a crummy, don’t- 
give-a-damn loan shark, and when the junk falls apart, 
the seller’s moved to another slum. What happens to the 
loan? Of course! It’s a “legal” debt, and the goddamn 
government — the court — sees to it that the guy pays! 
That’s capitalism in our society!” 

‘But Dory! Those are the laws, and they can be 
changed! That’s what voting’s all about!’ 

‘Yeah? You vote for who’s on the ballot. Who the 
hell votes on a law? You vote for who’s on the ballot, 
and it’s nothing but trying to figure out which one’s the 
bigger crook! Suppose you get a representative from a 
slum. How much could one guy do to make all the wrong 
things right? Shit, baby! Not one fucking thing! Not one!’ 

‘But they’re not all crooks! Not all of them! They’re 
mostly honest men trying to do an honest job! . . . Trying 
to do what’s best for the people who elected them.’ 

‘Whose money elected them, you mean.’ 

‘That’s not so, Dory! My father...’ 

‘Law and order Prescott. “A vote for Prescott is a blow 
for domestic tranquility.” Horseshit! Tranquility was a 
sleepy mammy and her kids in the sun on an old plan- 
tation.’ 

Trish’s face worked, and he saw anger and doubt and 
confusion in her expression. The monotonous patter on 
the TV stopped, replaced by an urgent voice. 

‘We interrupt this program to bring you a special 
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announcement in the Prescott kidnap case! Please stand 
by,’ 
Dory turned to look at the screen, and Trish sat erect. 
‘Senator Prescott has just informed the news media of 
anew development in the case of his daughter’s kidnap- 
ping, ladies and gentlemen. He actually received two 
_ communications from the abductors today, instead of 
one. However, he concealed the fact of having received 
_ the second until he had notified government authorities 
_ of its contents.’ The announcer’s tone expressed a mixture 
of disapproval for the senator’s secretiveness and excite- 
__ ment over what was to come. 
‘The crux of the matter, ladies and gentlemen, is that 

America is now experiencing its first political kidnapping! 
For the first time, terrorists are holding a hostage to force 
recognition of their demands! Senator Prescott informs us 
' -and the attorney general's office in Washington, 
- DC confirms - that Miss Prescott’s kidnappers have 
- demanded the release of Bolivar Gunter in exchange for 
Miss Prescott’s release! 
‘Bolivar Gunter, you will recall, is presently on trial 
' for the murder of a National Guardsman in last Decem- 
ber’s Christmas riot. According to the senator, and he 
_ has promised to make the full text of the second note 
available to the news media later today, the demand is for 
safe passage of the alleged murderer to Algeria. The 
senator refuses to speculate on the Justice Department’s 
reaction to his demand. Viewers who saw Senator Pres- 
cott’s address to the Veterans of Foreign Wars Monday 
night heard his views on what he called “terrorist black- 
mail”, Today, the senator turned aside questions that 
referred to that position.’ 

Dory nodded. Let the sonovabitch see it in personal 
terms and it’d be a different story. It was like every other 
problem involving people’s safety or well-being. As long 
as it was someone else, they took the hard line or ignored 
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it. That was what the goddam system was all about. And 
that was what the revolution was all about, too .. . to put 
‘caring’ into the system, even if it was just a bunch of 
computers caring what happened to the people across 
town. 
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CHAPTER SEVEN 


A half hour later, Jake Horowitz returned with the oint- 
ment for the kitten. Neither Dallas nor Angie had come 
downstairs, and Trish guessed that they had found new 
explorations preferable to the enforced boredom of the 
living room. 

Jake was visibly shaken. ‘Christ, Palmer! There’s pigs 
all over town! The place is crawlin’ with ’em!’ 

‘So?’ 

‘J tell you, I took my life in my hands going downtown!’ 

‘Aw, come on.’ 

‘I did! Look!’ Jake gestured toward the TV. 

The station had apparently abandoned the regular 
program and was milking the Prescott case for all the 
viewer appeal that it could. The announcer had con- 
cluded his jaundiced analysis of likely official moves in . 
response to the terrorist demands and had returned to 

_ more factual reportage. 
d ‘The notes that Senator Prescott received were both 
mailed locally, ladies and gentlemen. The first was in an 
envelope that had been canceled in the main branch of 
_ the post office at nine o’clock Tuesday morning. The 
second was canceled in the Westside branch at three 
_ forty-one Tuesday afternoon. Authorities claim to have 
_ proof they couldn’t have been prepared ahead of time - 
that Miss Prescott was in the terrorists’ hands before the 
notes were sealed in their envelopes. That means that 
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Miss Prescott was being held within four or five hours’ _ 
driving distance from Midwood Tuesday, and the official 
concensus is that she is probably somewhere in the local 
countryside. 

‘Police are now questioning known radicals in the area 
in an effort to develop clues. We take you to our mobile 
cameras for firsthand scenes in and about Midwood.’ 

Trish gasped with dismay at the first shot. Mainstreet 
ran east from the Cordell campus directly through Mid- 
wood’s business district to the farming belt on the east 
side of town. It was a broad, high-crowned thoroughfare 
of brick, with thin patches of overlying asphalt where the 
brick had weathered, and as long as she could remember, 
it had swarmed with university students wandering be- 
tween the campus and the drug stores and ice cream 
parlors of the town. Today, there were few students and 
many police. Besides the uniformed men, there were in- 
numerable grim-faced individuals in sober civvies, who 
moved in groups, crossing and recrossing the street, join- 
ing first one knot of the uniformed police and then 
another. 

There was no vehicular traffic, except for the official 
cars, and the camera zoomed in on the corner of Main 
and Vandercook, where uniforms and dark civvies con- 
verged on a long-hair and the girl who was with him. 
With a start, Trish recognized Dave Sterns and Carol 
Redman. Dave, quiet, introverted art student, had been 
one of Trish’s classmates at Midwood High, and even 
now he kept himself aloof from campus turmoil, while 
Carol’s parents had mortgaged their home to finance her 
attendance at Cordell. 

A reporter was already at the corner, and he thrust a 
microphone forward as the first of the police approached 
Dave and Carol. 

The officer snarled. ‘All right, hippies, over against 
the wall!’ He shoved at the two. 
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a _ Other uniforms closed in quickly, and the two students 


| were crowded against the stone facing of the first national 


| bank. 


‘Face the wall!’ The officer barked the command. 


_ “Hands against the wall! Feet back!’ He kicked Dave’s 


feet apart, and others moved in to frisk the two, ‘All right, 


| let’s see your ID, kid!’ 


Trish turned away, nausea clutching at her. ‘Oh, Dory! 


| What are they doing! Oh, they can’t!’ 


- ‘See what I mean?’ yelled Jake with excitement. ‘See? 
Jesus! I got nailed twice like that before I could get off 
the street!” 

*‘They’ve gone mad!’ exclaimed Trish. 
Dory smiled grimly at her. ‘Mad, baby? Forget it! 


They got lots of practice.’ 


“What do you mean?’ 
‘They just don’t do it out on Main Street most of the 


_ time. Ever been over on East Fourth on a Saturday night? 
_ Some guy screams he’s been rolled, and they’re all over 
_ the street, just like that. Only it’s the niggers and poor 
_ white trash they’re rousting. Just like that, Trish! The 


people who can’t finance elections or pay bail.’ Dory 


breathed heavily. 


Jake threw the ointment on the couch beside Dory 


~ and turned toward the door. ‘I’m getting the hell out of 
_ circulation, Dory. You know how to get hold of me.’ 


“Yeah. Okay, man. Stay off the street.’ Dory’s tone 
sounded preoccupied. 

“You better believe!’ Horowitz hurried out. 

Another gruff voice was speaking on TV. ‘Come on, 


_ goldilocks. Where’s your ID?’ 


The scene had shifted, Trish saw, to the space in front 


of Clark’s delicatessen, between Maple and State on 
Main. A lone boy, his shoulder-length blond hair brushed 
and gleaming, faced a dozen scowling men with panic in 
_ his eyes. 
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‘C’mon, you bastard! Get it out!’ The officer nearest ; 
the boy shoved him violently, and another caught one of — 


the boy’s wrists and twisted. 
‘T’m gonna! Please I will!” 


‘Hey!’ Dory’s excited exclamation jerked Trish back 
to awareness of her own surroundings. ‘There’s Johnson! — 


What the hell’s he think he’s going to do?’ 
She recognized the blocky figure of Alex Johnson, the 


foremost spokesman on campus for meaningful dialogue — 
between students and administration. He approached — 


rapidly, evading the belated moves of scattered officers 
to head him off. 
‘Here!’ he called to the group around the blond young- 


ster. ‘Give the kid a chance!’ He reached the perimeter 


of the knot of men and started to work his way toward 
the center. . 

For an instant, the men registered blank amazement, 
and then two of them grabbed at him and one whom he 
had already ‘squirmed past swung upward with his riot 
stick and slashed it downward against the side of John- 
son’s neck, 

‘What th’ hell you after, nigger!’ And the sound cut 
away as another club flashed. 

‘Dory! DORY!’ Trish flung herself against him, bury- 
ing her face against his arm. ‘Omigod, Dory! They can’t 
do that!’ 

‘They're doing it.’ 

‘But the camera! The people! Dory, everyone’s seeing 
it!’ 

‘Hell, yes! When it’s over, what'll happen? The law- 
and-order bigmouths are going to say the TV guys blew 


it out of proportion! They'll crucify KVMF-TV for 


sensational journalism! And the courts’ll say that these 
were isolated instances.’ 

‘No, no, no!’ Trish moaned. 

‘Damn right! But I'll tell you, Trish, to that blond kid 
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nd his parents, it isn’t isolated; it’s him! And it isn’t an 
solated instance to Alex Johnson. Meaningful dialogue, 
hit! The business end of a goddam riot stick .. . that’s all 
the dialogue he’s getting today!’ 

_ Trish sensed a note of elation in Dory’s voice, and she 
drew back in horror to study his expression. He looked 
fiercely glad, and she recoiled further. Was he a sadist? 
Did the violence feed a hunger for pain and hate in him? 
But then she recognized the underlying rage in his eyes, 
and she knew that she had oversimplified his reaction. He 
was glad that the cruelty was being televised. He was 
glad that the moderate Johnson was learning the brutal 
facts about how thin the civilized veneer was when ten- 
‘sion flared. He was elated at the prospect of converts to 
the revolutionary movement. And at the same time, he 
‘seethed with fury at the inhumanity that they were wit- 
nessing. 

Suddenly he laid the kitten in her lap and leaped across 
the room to the TV. He snapped it off and stood, head 
bowed and shoulders shaking, for a long time before he 
turned back to her. When he did, his face was an impas- 
sive mask, and only his eyes betrayed his misery. 
‘Better take care of the cat’s leg,’ he said. ‘We’ve got 
gauze and tape in the kitchen.’ 

They took the kitten and the ointment to the kitchen, 
where they treated the raw flesh, Dory crooning to the 
animal and holding it gently while Trish completed the 
_ bandage. When she had carefully smoothed the last piece 
_ of tape into place, Dory set the kitten beside its food, 
_ and they watched it attack the meat. Then Dory looked 
_ down at Trish. 

_  ‘Let’s fuck, girl. I’ve got an urge.’ 

__ Alarm leaped within her, and her throat tightened. 
_ The memory of the degradation she had’ suffered — no, 
_ had participated in, with Angie and that filthy Dallas 
_ Wade — washed over her and left her weak and nauseous. 
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They were terrifying kids on Midwood’s Main Street a 
now and smashing the skulls of the very blacks who might — 3 
have bridged the growing gap between society and the 
revolutionaries, and this beast wanted to fuck! It was 
~ inconceivable, and if it continued, her entire character — 
would be reduced to a shambles. Her promiscuous be- 
havior during the past year looked like innocent, childish 
play beside the grotesque things she had done here in the 
two days of her captivity. And the most painful and 
frightening thing about it was that streak in her that took 
over the moment her excitement began to rise. 
She followed Dory, her feet dragging, and reflected 
on the savage fiber in her make-up that responded so 
wildly to the first sexual awakenings, driving her into 
frenzies of acts that in her quieter interludes she recalled 
with revulsion and disbelief. The most revolting acts, 
when forced on her, were accepted by that renegade inner — 
self, and the controls that had served her with the college 


men who had made love to her somehow vanished. The 4 


fear and disgust that were aroused when these terrorists 
began to act out their depraved fantasies were too soon 
smothered with her own unbelievable passions, and she 
turned into a worse wanton than they. 

Soberly, she conceded to herself that the fabric of 
convention and propriety that fitted her to society was 
crumbling and that she had already committed acts that 
would, in her private thought, exile her from membership 
in that orderly, benevolent world she had grown up in. 

But even as she awoke to the fact that Dory had led 


her to the study, with its old-fashioned leather office- — 


couch, backless and raise-ended, and as he paused, his 

hand on her arm, before telling her to undress, visions 

of the TV scenes she had just watched flashed through 

her mind. Those were the naked bones of her orderly, — 

benevolent society. Those were the sinews of the conven- — 

tion and propriety that she prized so highly. And the 
‘ 82 


bitter truth burst upon her that those were her society’s 
insane responses to anything that challenged convention 
and propriety . . . that they symbolized the terror of a 
culture founded on conformity to popular standards 
when those standards were threatened. 
Anger and hate welled in her, and she trembled and 
whirled to cling to Dory, laying her face on his chest and 
panting with the emotion of her rejection of those too- 
well concealed muscles of her world. 
_ ‘Yes!’ She panted wildly and caught Dory’s shirt front 
inher fists. “Yes, Dory! Let’s fuck!’ 
_ She wanted to demonstrate. She wanted to strike out 
against the primness that still overlay her emotions. She 
‘wanted to shock herself and scream her defiance at what 
was ‘right’ and what ‘nice people’ did, and she wanted 
to identify by her actions with those who saw convention 
for what it was — a scacron prison for the unthinking 
masses and a sop to their smug certainty that their own 
preferences were the only possible standards. 
_ Dory toyed with her, and she half turned, leaning back 
to give him access, praying for quick stimulus so that she 
could silence the still-insistent voice of shame and guilt 
that shouted at her within her head. 
_ Dory stroked her breasts, the coarse-textured material 
of her dress scraping across the sensitized tips of her 
hipples and making them swell and tingle. Her cheek 
Tested against his shoulder, and the wiry brush of his 
eard blocked her view of his mouth. But she could see 
the prominence of his cheeks, roughened by dry-looking 
mps and creased with the lines of lifelong anger and 
ation and bitterness, and she could see the blackness 
of his eyes, and their whites — yellowed and veined — and 
the heavy, shaggy eyebrows. His hair fanned upward, its 
stiff strands quivering as if they were charged with elec- 
ticity, and the moving hand on her breasts seemed to 
ischarge the same electricity into her flesh, bringing 
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strange, rhythmic pulses of heat to her skin and mak ing ‘ 
her thighs knot and relax and knot again. 4 


made her feel youthful and soft and naive, as ‘if she were — 
virtually a virgin in the realm of eroticism that he lived i 
in. She touched his cheek with her pale fingers, stroking 
the tough hide and whispering to Dory, and his fingers 
pressed deeper into the yielding tissues of her breasts. 4 

Suddenly hungry for more intimate contact, she tore — 
at the buttons of her dress, pulling the front open at the — 
breast and catching Dory’s hand and laying it on one~ ‘g 
naked globe. His fingers and palm were calloused and 
the roughness was like sandpaper on her tender flesh, — 
making her squirm and twist, but she arched her back — 
and pressed against the fondling hand, and her own hand ~ 
continued to tug at stubborn buttons. ; 

Dory laughed softly, and he bent his head and forced — 
her further backward, taking her nipple in his mouth 
and mauling it with his tongue. Trish blew out her breath — 
with a sharp, happy hiss as the bristles of Dory’s beard 
prickled her jiggling flesh, and she rubbed her thighs 
together to heighten the growing tide of her excitement. 
She clung to him when he lowered himself to the couch, — 
and she lifted one leg and rested it across his lap, letting 
the other extend straight-kneed to the floor. 

He continued to massage one of her breasts and suck — 
and chew at the other. His hand kneaded the pulpy tissue 
and worked it in slow circles, crushing it, then letting it 
fill, and rolling the nipple between hard fingertips. Her 
chest heaved to her labored breathing, and she forgot the 
buttons of her dress and began to fumble with the zipper 
of his fly. Opening it, she forced her hand inside and 
pressed it over the bulging hardness of his penis, dragging 
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her nails along the softer underside of the organ and 
trying to spread the wetness that coated the thick tip. Her 
belly twisted and undulated with her exertions, and the 
excitement that inflamed her breasts passed through her 
and twitched the nerves in her crotch. 

She writhed in. Dory’s arm, dizzy with desire and 
wondering how she could possibly feel so aroused simply 
__ from his patient manipulation of her breasts. If he were 
gouging at her snatch, she thought, she would understand. 
If his cock were jabbing at her belly and his hands were 
opening her pussy, it would be natural. But his tongue 
was still pressing her nipple against the roof of his mouth 
while he sucked in great mouthfuls of her breast and 
forced it out again past his teeth, and his hand still 
squeezed and stroked the other tit, and she was panting 
and crying out and begging for his love. 

She could see that her skirt was riding high on her 
thighs and that the flesh was drawn into great ridges 
that ran from her knees into the shadow of her skirt 
and that the hollows between the ridged tendons were 
quivering. She was spreading herself in complete abandon 
_ to his gaze and to his touch, and her whole body ached 
_ for the hard embrace of his, but still he mouthed and 
fondled her breasts. 

_ She had that part of him that counted, though, she 
- told herself with fierce satisfaction. She had that mam- 
- moth cock in her hand, and her fingers circled as much 
__ of it as they could encompass, and she was stroking it as 
_ if to strip the skin from it. And it was jerking to her 
touch, swelling and hot and getting wetter, and Dory’s 
_ hips were jerking with it. 

 Groaning loudly, she tore at Dory’s pants,. pushing 
them away from his waist and onto his hips, and he — 
_ raised his buttocks, leaning back onto an elbow, and let 
_ her force the stiff material down onto his thighs and clear 
_ of his great cock and his forest of pubic hair. 
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* Quick, Dory! Quick! Trish wrenched herself free and 
whipped her dress away from her lower torso; throwing 
it into the center of the room and twisting to thrust her 
belly at Dory’s hip. He laughed abruptly and swept his” 
shirt off, then kicked his trousers from his legs and : 
clutched Trish to him. 7 
’ She recaptured his cock, rolling it like a stick of dough — 
between her palms and bending to touch its velvet head ~ 
with her lips, and Dory stroked her skin, so that shivers — 
coursed up and down her and she felt spasms knotting — 
her muscles. 4 
‘Oh, I want it, I want it!’ she cried. ‘All over, darling!” 4 
She caught Dory’s knee between her thighs and forced — 
her crotch down against it, then worked her crushed ~ 
tissues up his thigh until she could press her belly against — 
the bulk of his cock. Grasping the immense shaft with q 
both hands, she scrubbed the head over her softer belly, — 
watching her flesh depress under the force of the black ~ 
knob and seeing gleaming streaks of his semen crisscross — 
her like the trails of exploring snails. G 
Dory forced her onto her back and straddled her, and ~ 
he seized her hands, his fingers closing over hers and 
mashing them against the steel of his cock, and drove ~ 
the brutal head across her body in great, wide strokes, 
Shifting his position, he buried the head against her left 
nipple, pressing inward until the puckered little bud was 
crushed between his cock and her ribs and the surround- 
ing masses of breast tissue oozed up around the bulb 
and half hid it. Trish squirmed in an agony of delight, 
imagining that his split had opened and engulfed the 
nipple and that when he pulled his prick back the nipple 
would stretch and thin like a rubber band. But it did not, 
and Dory repeated the weird rite with her right breast, 
grinding it under his hardness while Trish flailed her legs 
in the air and reveled in the feel of her hands welded to 
his shaft. 
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He moved his knees forward until they pressed into 
her armpits, and she saw the frightening mass of black 
maleness at her face. Dory forced it against her cheek, 
and she held her neck rigid while the bulb laid its slimy 
track over her face, pressing against the orifice of her 
ear and moving upward across her temple to her eye, 
where it deposited its wetness in her eyelashes, and across 
the bridge of her nose to her other eye and finally down- 
ward to her other ear. It scraped back up over her cheek, 
jabbing briefly at her nostrils, the acrid scent making her 
suddenly giddy, and settled on her lips, resting. 

She kissed it feverishly, parting her lips a fraction of 
an inch and closing them and parting them again. The 
tip of her tongue stole out to stab at the slit and coax 
away the bead of moisture that clung to it, and she opened 
her lips further to nibble at the metallic-flavored tip. 
Dory shuddered, and his thighs hardened clamping her 
between them and forcing her breasts tightly together. 
And he backed away from her face suddenly, sweat 
breaking out on his forehead. 

As if he were shaken and confused by her savagery, 
he dismounted her, and she rolled to a sitting position. 
She kept her hold on the great shaft, however, and she 
pumped both hands up and down its length, stroking it 
with hard, rapid jerks, until Dory caught at her wrists 
and held them motionless. 

‘Christ, woman! Let up for a minute!’ 

She giggled brokenly and bent to kiss the throbbing 
mast, then straightened again. Yesterday, she reflected 
wildly, that cock had scared her nearly to death. She had 
been certain that it would split her if he jammed it into 
her, and that it would poke clear into her lungs. Today, 
she knew better, and she loved it with a passion. She 
wanted to baby it . . . to cuddle it and talk to it and caress 
it. And she wanted, in the end, to engulf it and make it an 
ingrowing part of her. 
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Fuck the society, she thought viciously. Fuck those — 
hypocritical, self-righteous bastards! She’d show them! — 
She’d suck off their worst enemy. She’d debase herself — 
to the absolute limit for him, offering her own modesty 
and reserve in miniscule repayment for her world’s callous 
disregard for the injustices that he and his people suffered. 

Stretching her jaw until the joints cracked audibly, 
she forced the bulbous head into her mouth and worked 
her lips downward onto the shaft. The ridge that encircled 
the back of the head pressed against the roof of her mouth 
and lodged behind her teeth, and the lower bulges 
crushed her tongue and flattened it. But she could move 
the tip of her tongue, and she played it along the ridge 
and back into the gaping slit while her lips groped at the 
ribbed shell of the shaft. 

Continuing to caress his balls with her left hand, her 
fingers constantly pricked by the short black stubble that 
covered the loose bag, she grasped the base of his cock 
with her right hand and stroked it, jerking at it and 
squeezing it convulsively. Dory’s hands closed into fists 
in her hair, and he held her head down over his cock, 
and she could feel his belly twitching under her. She 

_ twisted her hips, rotating her pelvis until the clitoris was 
trapped between her pubic arch and his ribs, and then 
she pumped, rolling the tiny lump of flesh unmercifully 
and absorbing the gut-jerking jolts of excitement with 
glad writhing. 

But she focused her conscious attention on the great 
mouthful that she held, sucking and tonguing and sliding 
her lips on the neck. She cushioned her teeth with her 
lips and bit down, jerking her face back and forth and 
making the black staff leap in her hand. She could hear 
Dory’s groans, and she could see that he had stiffened 
and lifted his ass from the leather. His legs trembled, and 
his abdominal muscles snapped repeatedly against her 
breasts, 
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passion, she fought to draw great gasps of air through 
her nose. Her head swam and her vision blurred, and 
her body knotted terribly with the heat of her lust, but 
. Dory’s agitation had increased to the breaking point, 
and she knew by the sudden new twitches of his balls 
that he was about to release his jism into her mouth. 

She redoubled the strength of her sucking, and in her 
hand his shaft began to pulse and writhe. Warm, thick 
semen jetted into the back of her throat and bathed her 
tongue and filled the space between her cheeks and her 
teeth. She swallowed frantically, but she felt the pressure 
force itself between the corners of her mouth and the 
hard shank of the cock, and she saw the white strands 
lengthen and thin and come to rest in the mass of pubic 
hair beneath her chin. The flow continued, slowing, then 
spurting with new vigor, and she kept swallowing and 
gagging and sucking. 

But at last there was no more semen, and her sucking 
produced no more jerks of the cock, and the hardness 
began to go. Dory groaned again, and he tugged at her 
hair, tipping her head back until the softening head broke 
free of her lips, and then she licked the thick goo from her 
lips and the corners of her mouth and swallowed fiercely, 
combatting the rising need to gag and retch. She was still 
aflame, and she wanted to come, and the metallic taste 
of Dory’s cum fired her need, but the thick, stringy sub- 
stance triggered reflexes as it slid slowly down her throat, 
_ and she fought desperately to avoid vomiting all over 
_ Dory’s legs. 
ae His hands released her hair, and she felt them close 

on her hips, dragging her backward until his tongue was 
- at her crotch. She thrilled at the expectation that he 
_ would make her come with his mouth, and she trembled 
__ with eagerness as his tongue tip sought out the rim of her 
_ Vaginal mouth and then traced upward to her anus and 
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~ It was hard to breathe, and in her overwhelming 


tickled the puckered sphincter. But Dory pushed her 
away then, and laughed softly. 

‘Hey, baby, you’re all right!’ 

‘Dory! Dory, darling! Make me come! MAKE ME 
COME" 

‘Naw, baby. Not yet. Shit, you’re a lot more alive 
when you're all cock-hungry. Rather keep you that way 
for a while.’ 

‘Oh, Dory!’ She wailed her disappointment at him. 
But maybe he was right. If she came, the old primness 
and self-castigation would return, and she wanted none of 
them. She’d much rather be clinging to him, trying to 
arouse him, than huddling in a corner fearing that he 
would notice her again. 

She sighed and scrambled to her feet. Standing over 
him, she pouted. ‘You’re mean, Dory Palmer! You're a 
mean old tease!’ And she grinned at him. 

He grinned back and reached for her. Suddenly, with- 
out intending it, she was in his arms, their naked bodies 
clinging together, her mouth gulping at his kiss. And 
then he raised her to a sitting position, and they stood. 

‘Yessir, baby, you’re all right.’ He laid his hand on her 
buttocks, and she smiled up at him. 


CHAPTER EIGHT 


When Dory released his hold on Trish and she leaned 
back to smile up at him, he noticed that Dallas and Angie 
were standing in the doorway. Dallas stared at the naked 
Trish with a stupid, lewd grin, and his tongue tip played 
at his lips with the nervous movement that Dory had 
come to expect when the smaller man was excited. But 
Angie’s gaze was fixed on her spiritual leader, and Dory 
sensed a mixture of puzzled disbelief and hurt. In all of 
the months that she had spent as his most trusted con- 
fidant and lieutenant, he had never felt any affection in 
her attitude toward him. She had shown the asexual love 
of a dedicated revolutionary for her leader, to be sure, but 
at no time had there been the slightest hint of physical 
attraction or male-female emotional attachment. He was 
at a loss to understand the expression that he now read 
in her eyes, then, and he wondered if she suspected that 
he was developing some kind of tenderness toward their 
prisoner. 

That would be a ridiculous error, he reflected. There 
was nothing in his world but the reality of the revolution. 
Oh, sure, the girl was naive and simple, and she had a sort 
of innocence about her that cried out for mature guid- 
ance. And he had to admit that he was getting some 
powerful kicks out of the way she turned on when she got 
_ a little bit excited. She was still a hostage, though, and 
_ in the broader scheme of things she was no more im- 
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portant as a person than the kitten — and miayoe less. 

‘What’s on the news?’ he asked. 

Dallas shrugged, obviously not giving a damn, and 
Dory wished for the hundredth time that he had left the” 
street leader out of the hostage plan. The man was the 
worst kind of no-gooder, and the more Dory got to - 
know him in these close quarters the more he worried 
for fear that Dallas would wind up blowing the whole 
thing sky high. But Angie shook her head with real 
concern. 

‘Didn’t check,’ she said. ‘Sounded like it’d be a lot © 
more interesting in here.’ She grinned, and if there had — 
actually been any jealousy in her expression, it was gone. 
‘Was there anything new after you two came down?’ 

Dory mentioned the second note and the activity in 
downtown Midwood. : 

‘What!’ she exclaimed. ‘They can’t do that! That’s like 
martial law!’ 

‘Hell, maybe it came to that. I don’t know.’ 

Dory! We’re missing our best chance!’ 

*Yeah.’ He knew that. The kind of overreaction that 
he and Trish had watched on TV was made to order for 
agitation and confrontation. Under any other circum- 
stances - any other time but when he was holding a 
hostage to force Gunter’s release - he would have been 
directing a revolutionary exploitation of the mistakes that 
had been made in Midwood. It would have taken very 
little haranguing on the Cordell campus to assemble a 
couple of thousand hotheads — and even a lot of aroused 
moderates — for a march down that tense street. There 
could have been rocks and bottles and tear gas and maybe 
even panicky gunshots. But Gunter’s freedom was the 
primary issue right now. 

He smiled and followed Angie and Dallas toward the 
living room, grabbing his pants and shirt and noticing 
that Trish was ignoring her crumpled dress. 
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Gunter. Bolivar Gunter didn’t matter. Not as an in- 
dividual, when it was a matter of revolutionary needs. 
Gunter just hadn’t been that affective as a leader. Dory 
felt a deep compassion for the man and his personal grief, 
but it was no deeper than what he felt for all the other 
blacks who had suffered equally distressing problems. 
No, it was not Gunter, the man, who made this case 
significant. It was what the scheme was going to do to 
the courts and the trial system that meant something. 

Anglo-Saxon traditions, they kept mouthing. Sure it 
was. The court procedures and philosophies sprang from 
more than a thousand years of evolution in England, 
and they were still rooted in the idea of the sanctity of 
property. Man be damned, they seemed to say. Justice 
was blindfolded. Why? So that she could not be swayed 
by the misery and the injustice that she distributed. Shit, 
John Carmichael stole a handful of jewelry out of a 
pawnshop and fenced it so he could buy a couple of bags 
of groceries for his kids. Justice? The judge gave him five 
years, and the kids were on the street without a father 
to raise hell when they started popping pills. 

Well, the Gunter case was going to set a precedent. 
That was what the judges liked . . . precedents! This 
would set a new one. There was no way to fight it - no 
way to defend against it —- no way to shield everyone who 
could be used as a hostage. And by God, there was plenty 
of tough revolutionaries who could grasp the funda- 
mental power of the idea. They could stop every trial 
on every docket in the goddamn nation, if they wanted to! 
They could force those sanctimonious pricks to restruc- 
ture the law and the criteria for sentencing and rehabilita- 
tion. They could make them do that before another lousy 
case ever came to trial! And if the government cracked 
under the strain and turned to martial law, well, that was 
just as good. It’d set off the revolution for sure! 

He flopped onto the couch, and Trish snuggled close 
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to him, her naked breast brushing the hair on his arm. 
Eyes came racing into the room and into Dory’s lap. - 

‘Jesus!’ yelled Dory as the kitten made a grab for 
his flaccid penis. ‘Here, Trish! Hang onto this beast while 
I get my pants on!’ 

Trish and Angie giggled and Dallas howled. 

‘Sonovabitch like t’gotcha by th’ peter there, man?’ 
asked Dallas through his tears. 

Dory ignored the jibe, staring at the TV. He realized 
that it must be after five for the network news was on, 
and the Prescott case was getting full treatment. The 
commentator covered the major facts accurately and 
quickly and then turned to the basic issues, analyzing 
them in much the same way Dory had. 

‘The nation finds itself suddenly at a crossroads,’ the 
melodic voice said. ‘For some time, we have witnessed 
kidnappings among the Latin American nations to the 
south of us, and we saw, more recently, two such incidents 
in Canada. These abductions differed from ordinary kid- 
nappings in that the ransom was not money but human 
beings. In the strictest sense, these were not kidnappings 
at all, but the taking of hostages. Foreign as this practice 
seems to us, it is not new. The taking of hostages has 
been an important part of war from the beginning of re- 
corded history. 

‘What we have to face, then, is the fact that warfare 
does, indeed, exist in our society. It is a kind of war that 
we are not equipped to wage, but it exists. We have seen 
governments bow to terrorist demands and release 
prisoners when the lives of hostages were at stake. In 
those cases, the hostages were freed. We have also seen 
governments refuse to treat with such terrorists, and in 
those cases, we have seen the bodies of the hostages re- 
turned. Every American is asking himself tonight which 
course his government will follow. And somewhere - 
perhaps watching this program — Miss Patricia Prescott 
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is wondering the same thing. She is wondering whether 
the government values her life and safety as highly as it 
values its case against Bolivar Gunter. 

‘That is the human aspect of this case, ladies and 
gentlemen. There is another, far-reaching societal aspect. 
If we do value the lives of hostages, then how many 
hostages would it take to bring the machinery of our 
courts to a halt? How many would it take to force im- 
mediate, unequivocal rebuilding of our institutions to 
redress the wrongs that crush so many of our citizens? 
How many would it take to make us offer real hope to 
the millions of infants whose only crime is that they were 
born the wrong color — or to poor parents — and yet who 
are condemned from birth to a life of fear and degrada- 
tion? 

‘In those terms - and ignoring the question as to 
whether terrorists who are capable of such tactics will 
consistently honor good-faith exchanges — are the authors 
of the Prescott kidnapping issuing in a new age of social 
conscience, ladies and gentlemen? Will next century’s 
history books spotlight the Prescott case as the beginning 
of a truly American America? 

‘Something to think about. And now we bring you 
street scenes from Midwood, where authorities...’ 

God! The guy understands where it’s at, thought Dory. 
The bastard spelled it out for those shit-for-brains poli- 
ticians and bureaucrats! And he spelled it out for the 
revolutionaries, too! Dory clenched his fist, and the kitten 
launched itself at it, wrapping its legs about it and biting 
vigorously. Dory raised Eyes to the level of his face and 
watched the needle-sharp teeth, digging at the skin, de- 
pressing it, but not quite breaking through, and he 
laughed at the tiny creature. 

‘Man, you're almost too big to be doing that!’ he ex- 
claimed. “You got good control of the teeth, but those 
claws go right in!’ 
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Dallas sniggered. ‘Good thing f’r you he missed y’r 


dong, boy.’ 

The word boy stuck through Dory like a knife, and 
he stiffened and narrowed his eyes. There had been a 
time when that word, said in that tone of voice, would 
have sent him at the speaker in blind rage. He had been 
suspended for three weeks from competition on the 
Cordell track in his first year there because of his reaction 
to that during a meet with Vanderbilt. But his growth 
in the revolutionary movement had taught him a measure 
of self-discipline, and now he merely stared heavy-lidded 
at Dallas. 

Dallas appeared to understand the cold fury in Dory’s 
gaze, for he squirmed and reddened, and then began to 
sweat. 

Dory spoke softly. “Watch your mouth, man.’ 

‘Didn’t mean nothin’.’ 

Dory eased himself onto the couch, and Trish rested 
her hand on his arm, squeezing gently. He chuckled as 
the kitten leaped from his hand to hers, attacking her 
with mock ferocity and making her flinch and gasp. 

‘Ooh!’ she exclaimed. ‘Your teeth are sharp!’ 

‘Maybe he’s trying to loosen them so his permanent 
ones can come in,’ Dory suggested. ‘That’s sort of like 
the movement. Bite now so when our real teeth come in, 
we'll have the baby ones out of the way.’ 

He tired of the news, because it seemed to go back 
over the old ground without approaching the key issue 
of the government’s intention relative to his demand. To 
his surprise, he heard the coded knock at the back door 
that was supposed to indicate the presence of a cell mem- 
ber, and he glanced at Angie. 

‘Better be sure who it is before you open the door,’ 
he told her. ‘It’s not likely anyone would know the code, 
but we don’t have to take chances.’ 

‘All right.’ Angie got up and left the room. 
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; Fey Dory!’ she called in a moment. ‘It’s Jake again!’ 
‘For Christ’s sake! I thought he was going to lay low!’ 

_ ‘Things quieted down,’ called Jake. “Thought I'd bring 

you something decent to eat.’ 

- Man, that’s good news! What do you mean, “quieted 

down”?’ Dory handed Eyes to Trish again and stood. 

The “man” ain’t on the streets now. Something turned 

’em off.’ 

‘And our people didn’t do anything?’ 

_ ‘Naw. Who was going to tell ’em what to do?’ There 

‘was a brief pause. ‘This stuff'll get cold. You’d better 

‘come and get it.’ 

Dory waited for Trish, and when they reached the 

study door, he slowed. ‘Feel better with your dress on?’ 

he asked. 

_ She sighed. I'd feel better in bed with you right now,” 
she replied. ‘But I’d better get dressed before I do some- 
thing unladylike.’ 

- Dory laughed and stood in the doorway while she 
got into her dress. They went to the kitchen, where Jake 

_ had set five orders of steaming roast beef. Everyone had 
_ ideas about how fast or slow the case was progressing, 
and each ventured guesses as to how long it would take 

_ the government to give some indication of the course it 
intended to take relative to Dory’s demands. Privately, 
Dory expected some kind of announcement tonight, but 
there was always the possibility that Senator Prescott had 
failed to confide the nature of the photographs to the 
Justice Department. If that were the case, the officials 
might well choose to remain skeptical about the validity 
of the notes. They’d get their own copies tomorrow, 
though, and then they ought to be all assholes and elbows. 

_ He could imagine their consternation while they fought 

among themselves, the hard-liners holding out against 

_ the softies and the ones who had some stake in the 
election. 
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votes? Suppose the reporters asked a candidate what 
action he thought ought to be taken in response to the 
terrorist notes. If the guy said the government ought to 
release Bolivar Gunter, there would be plenty of hard- 
asses who would condemn him for wanting to give up too 
easily. And if he said that the government should refuse 
to deal with terrorists, there would be bleeding-hearts all 
_ over the place who would decide suddenly that he was a 
heartless bastard who didn’t have any humane feelings. 
Either way, every candidate who said anything about the 
case was bound to lose votes. It was a delicious situation, 
and Dory hoped that it turned into the wildest kind of 
arguments. 

In his own mind, though, he had no doubt as to which 
tack the government would take. They’d make all kinds 
of threats, and they’d make a big deal about the hopeless- 
ness of getting away with this, and they’d rant and rave 
about law and order. But they’d sweat it out, too, and 
they’d know that not one of them had the guts to con- 
demn Senator Prescott’s daughter to death. And so they’d 
get around to accepting Dory’s terms, and Bo Gunter 
would get onto a big, empty jet, him the only passenger, 
and he could sit by any window he wanted to while the 
bird flew out over the Atlantic to Algiers. The Panthers 
would have work for him to do at headquarters there, 
and he’d get over missing home. 

Maybe the Panthers wouldn’t have a place for him. 
Maybe he’d make that lonely flight for nothing. No 
matter. Dorian Palmer would have proved that the 
hostage bit would work in the US, and that was what 
really counted. He would have stopped the federal court 
in its tracks for a day, and every member of the move- 
ment would have seen it. What Gunter ran into afterward 
was trivial in comparison to that blow. 
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him. How would a man’s stand on this case affect the — 
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_ _ After eating, they went back to the living room. Jake 
- decided that he could stay with them tonight, and Dory 
‘agreed. There was plenty of vacant rooms, and all had 
been furnished against a time when headquarters would 
be humming, so one more or less made no difference. 

It was ten o’clock, and Angie and Dallas and Jake 
were engrossed in a game of gin, when the next break 
came in Trish’s case. The announcer went through the 
news, devoting most of his time to the kidnapping again, 
and then he mentioned that an authoritative source in 
Washington, DC, who declined to be identified, had told 
newsmen that the Department of Justice was of the © 
opinion that the notes Senator Prescott received were not 
to be taken seriously. They were, according to the anony- 
mous source, either the work of a crank (and the announ- 
cer failed to say how a crank could have known so quickly 
about the kidnapping) or that of inexperienced, small- 
time hoodlums who (a) were friends of Bolivar Gunter 
and (b) had the idea that it would be easy to blackmail 
the US Government. In short, the source wanted news- 
men to understand that the government had no intention 
of caving in to such reckless threats and that the moment 
he (or they) understood that — the kidnappers, that is — 
they would surely release the senator’s daughter un- 
harmed. It would take more than fly-by-night radicals 
to mount a real threat to the orderly processes of the 
law. 

The senator had now shown the photographs to the 
justice people, then, reflected Dory. Probably the govern- 
ment people imagined one or two terrified punks holed 
up somewhere in a single room wondering what to do 
with the haughty broad they’d captured, quaking every 
time they heard footsteps outside and praying that they 
could get her out of there and back to her family without 
getting caught. He chuckled at the thought. It had its 
ludicrious overtones, and it was surprising that it had 
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not happened. Hoods without organizational backing and 
teal dedication to a cause might well become aghast at — 
their monumental stupidity if they went into something 
like this without having thought of the entire chain of — 


events that would follow. The next twenty-four hours x 


would be nerve racking for such amateurs, he thought. 
There would be no overtures from the government, for 
one thing. No one in the establishment would make a 
move until the judge and the attorney general had re- 
ceived their own messages. When they did, there would 
be a period of several hours in which they’d be scrambling 
to come up with a firm position. Even then, they’d most 
likely feel out the unknown terrorists by leaking various 
plants to the press. They’d hope, of course, that the kid- 
nappers would bite at one of the pieces of bait and settle 
for something less than what had been demanded. 

When they got no response, they might even try waiting 
out the kidnappers. They might reason that a guy in 
Dory’s position would panic and turn Trish Prescott loose 
before he got caught. In the meantime — tonight, of course, 
and tomorrow and Friday - the FBI and the Secret 
Service and every law enforcement agency from there 
on down would be trying to develop leads. There would 
be crank telephone calls and notes and aroused citizens 
who thought they might have seen someone like Trish 
sneaking into a dark little bar in California or Nevada or 
Florida, and the pigs would work for forty-eight hours 
without sleep running down every half-assed story. 

But the time would come when the government would 
crack, and then Dory’s hostage bit would be finished. 
He’d . . . well, he wasn’t quite sure what he would do, 
It would simplify things immensely if he could just cut 
Trish’s throat and dump her in the river or bury her in 
the secret room in the basement. But that no longer 
looked attractive as it had yesterday. 

“A guy had to be sure he ad all the angles covered 
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_ especially if he was in the top echelons of a revolutionary 
- movement. If he killed Trish after Gunter was freed, the 
establishment would have a powerful excuse for turning 
down the next hostage deal. They could say that the 
hostage was going to get it anyhow, and what was the use 
of giving in when it would do no good. No, he couldn’t 
show his co-leaders a shiny new weapon and then destroy 
all the ammunition. Trish would have to get out of this 
healthy and kicking. He grinned to himself. She was 
going to come out of it one hell of a lot wiser, too! But 
that was none of the government’s business, except for 
the pics. 

Unfortunately, his original plan had been to kill her, 
and his staff had joined him in the operation believing 
themselves to be safe from her identifying them after- 
ward. Having to change that part of the plan in mid- 
stream was going to arouse a certain amount of 
consternation. He’d have to do some heavy thinking 
about that so he’d know how to convince them of the 
necessity for the change. And it wouldn’t hurt to give 
some thought to ways of keeping her from fingering him 
and the others. She sure as hell knew who they were, and 
once she was loose, the pigs would waste little time 
rounding them up. 

He shrugged and yawned. He had at least two or 
three days to solve those problems, and that ought to 
be enough to plan the takeover of the Pentagon. 

‘It’s going to be another long day tomorrow,’ he re- 
marked aside to Trish. ‘Want to get some sleep?’ 

‘T’m sleepy, I guess.’ But the look that she gave him 
suggested that a bed would mean more to her than sleep, 
if she had anything to say about it. 

He wondered what had happened to her today. What- 
ever it was, it sure had made a different woman out of 
her. The change might not be a lasting one, though. She 
was under a hell of a strain, and what looked normal to 
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her right now would look quite different when she hada 
chance to think about them from the safety of her old a 
environment. 

He got up, careful not to awaken Eyes. ‘Let’s go, eau 


102 


CHAPTER NINE 


Trish spent considerable time in the bathroom, but when 
she came out she went to her room quickly and showed 
no hesitation about undressing in front of Dory. She 
hung her dress in the closet and stretched out on the 
bed, her gaze never leaving his eyes. He bent over her, 
and she smiled in what he supposed was a sultry manner, 
but her face grew stormy when he reached for the ropes 
that were attached to the head of the bed. 

‘Do I have to be tied up all night again?’ she demanded. 
‘Dory, it’s going to paralyze me! By this morning, I 
thought my legs would drop off, and I could hardly 
breathe!’ 

‘T doubt that it’d cripple you.’ 

‘Please, Dory! ... Please?’ 

Goddam broad, he thought. Goddam him, in fact! 
What the hell was he doing listening to a bunch of ‘please’ 
shit? She was nothing but a hostage, and she had no 
right to a preference! He had no right even listening. 
That was the surest way to tear up a movement, starting 
to care what happened to the other side. For Christ’s 
sake, once you started that, you began to think about the 
pigs being men with wives and kids and bills and dreams! 
And when that happened, you might as well close up the 
movement and go back home. 

On the other hand, there wasn’t any reason why he had 
to make like a monk, either. It wasn’t that late, and he 
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wouldn’t use up that much energy tomorrow. Why not 
top off the day with a piece of ass? He could tie her up 
after that. Maybe he didn’t really have to; she was horny 
as a mare outside a truckload of studs, and even giving 
it to her once would more than likely leave her wanting 
more. He’d likely be safe letting her sleep with him. If she 
was a little bit hungry for cock, she wouldn’t do much 
roaming. And it'd feel good having the heat of a woman 
next to him. In the dark, he’d hardly know that she wasn’t 
as black as he was. 

‘Look,’ he said. ‘I’m not going to leave you in here 
without tying you up. You get out of here, and I’m as 
dead as Bo Gunter. Maybe deader. You want to spend the 
night in my bed, all right.’ 

Your bed,’ she replied instantly. She grinned, and he 
knew that she had something in mind besides sleep. “Your 
bed, Dory.’ 

She scrambled off the bed and followed him into the 
master suite. Again, she left her dress behind, but this 
time Dory decided that it didn’t matter. He had always 
assumed that, as leader of the local movement, he would 
have an occasional female guest in his quarters, and he 
kept three dressing gowns of different sizes in one of the 
closets. If she needed anything to cover her, she could 
use one of those. 

Inside the suite, he recalled her remark about the 
passage. 

‘Didn’t you say you could get into that passage from 
this suite?’ he asked her. 

She looked at him blankly for a moment and then 
seemed to grasp what he was asking. ‘Oh! Yes, there’s a 
door in here.’ 

“Where is it?’ 

She led him to one of the windows. ‘This is where I 
was when Will and I found out. Why don’t you pretend 
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that we only know there’s a way, but not where it is? See 

if you can guess where.’ 

Damned fool game, he thought. But he studied the 
room. In a way, it made sense to accept that kind of 
challenge once in a while. Kept a guy on his toes. 

The wall that separated the suite from the hall was out 
immediately. In the first place, it was too thin, and in the 

_ second, the hall doorway was in it, and the second, 
_ smaller room of the suite opened onto the hall, too. The 
same kind of reasoning ruled out the wall that joined the 
two rooms and the one between this room and the bath 
and dressing room. But that might not be true, because 
that wall had a built-in closet running its full length, and 
maybe a passage had been stuck in there, He’d check 
that. But first, he had to rule out the floor; he suspected 
that there was an overgenerous amount of space between 
it and the ceilings beneath. 

Directly before him, its head against the hall wall, was 
the king-size bed they had replaced the original with. 
The coarse red spread that he had insisted on hung to 
the floor on both sides of the bed and at the foot, but he 
remembered helping to set up the bed, and there had 
been no floor section that would open. The floor was 
_ hardwood, and every strip was staggered from those on 
_ either side. By the same token the massive armchair be- 
__ tween the bed and the next room was new, and the floor 
_ was quite solid under it. The smaller chair to his left, 
__ toward his private bath, failed to conceal the floor under 
3 it. The dresser that he had insisted they place between 
__ the two windows was not high enough to hide a panel, 
and the outside wall was smoothly papered, rather than 
q __ being paneled as were the walls in Trish’s room. 

_ In fact, the walls looked as modern as the furniture 

_ that he had brought in, and if he hadn’t already seen the 

_ downstairs passage, he would have said that Trish was 

__ lying. But she had said the main suite! The smaller room 
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did have paneling, and that was probably what he ought 
to be thinking about. 

‘Hey, is it in the other room?’ he asked. 

‘No,’ she smiled. 

‘Shit.’ He re-examined the room, then lowered himself 
onto the window seat. 

There wasn’t a damned place the passage could be, 
except that built-in closet. He rose and crossed to the 
closet. It looked the proper depth, and he removed a 
hanger and held it against the outer end of the closet. 
The width was right. No passage there. He turned and 
frowned at Trish, who had sat down on the window seat 
he had left. Hell, that was the only place there could be 
an entrance, he told himself. He returned to Trish and 
motioned to her to get up. At her sudden grin, he knew 
that he had guessed right, but he raised the lid and peered 
into the dusty interior. At first glance, it appeared that 
Trish was pulling his leg. He held his candle down inside 
the empty box and saw a small hole near the front of the 
bottom, and when he thrust a finger into the hole and 
lifted, a trapdoor opened. 

‘ll be damned!’ he exclaimed softly, gazing into the 
darkness below. He closed the door and got to his feet, 
letting the lid fall into place. ‘Ladder?’ he asked Trish. 

*Yes. It’s a miserable ladder, just rungs set out from 
the end of the passage, but there’s a lot of headroom once 
you're all the way in, and the only thing you’ve got to look 
out for is the stairway.’ 

‘Hope I never have to use it, but I'll sleep better, 
knowing it’s there.’ 

Trish nodded. ‘Doing what you do, you might need a 
secret passage someday.’ She hesitated, then continued, 
an expression of concern crossing her face. ‘Some of the 
black power people don’t like each other, Dory. How 
about you?’ 

‘I like me,’ he said lightly. But he saw that she was not 
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going to accept a joke for answer. ‘Fact is, there’s in- 
fighting sometimes. A guy gets “eliminated” from time to 
time. But no one’s bothered me. What gets that kind of 
thing started is someone ratting to the pigs.’ 

“Wouldn’t consorting with a senator’s daughter come 
under the same heading?’ 

‘Who’s consorting?’ He shrugged. ‘You’re a hostage, 
baby. That’s meat from a different horse. And who 
knows that I’m not beating hell out of you every hour on 
the hour?’ 

‘Angie. Dallas. Maybe Jake.’ 

‘Hmm. Well, they’re not in any black power outfit. 
And there really isn’t one around here. The Cordell 
blacks would rather make it in whitey’s system. Or wait, 
maybe, until someone else kicks down the door.’ 

‘What’s that mean?’ asked Trish. 

‘They don’t want to be known as radicals or revolu- 
tionaries. They figure its too risky and too likely to set up 
a backlash. If the revolution gets off the ground, they 
figure that’ll be plenty of time to get aboard.’ 

‘That’s not fair!’ Indignation was clear in her ex- 
clamation. 

Dory grinned. ‘You said that once before. Remember? 
And I said that there wasn’t any such thing as fair. That’s 
where it’s at, baby.’ 

‘I remember. Let’s go to bed, Dory.’ 

‘Okay. I’m for that.’ 

They folded the spread and laid it on the smaller chair, 
then turned back the blanket and the upper sheet. With 
a quick smile, Trish threw herself onto the bed again and 
held her arms up to him. He dropped to one knee beside 
her and took her in his arms. 

__ Awoman liked to do things different, he told himself, 
and it didn’t really hurt much to humor her. If she wanted 
_ to be held for a minute and to do a little preliminary 

necking, why should he care. Besides, it had been a long 
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time since he’d had a woman act like she just wanted to 
snuggle. With Trish, it had to be either an act (like if she 
thought she could make things easier for herself by but- 
tering him up) or just her nature. But it wasn’t bad, at 
that, and a guy could afford to store up that kind of feel- 
ings for times when everyone was against him. 

Her breasts felt remarkably soft and warm against his 
chest, and her lips worked at his as if they were really 
hungry for him. She had one hand on his back and the 
other on the back of his head, her fingers deep inside his 
bushy hair, and she was pulling herself to him, Her eyes 
were open, to his surprise, and there were laugh lines that 
crinkled their corners as she stared into his. His nose was 
too small, but it was a pugged button of a nose, so the 
shape wasn’t too bad. Her throat worked and her cheeks, 
and he realized that she was putting everything she had 
into the kiss. He parted his lips and sucked, and her 
tongue leaped into his mouth. He opened his jaws and 
slid his lips over her chin, taking half her face into his 
mouth and sucking like fury. Her body gave a convulsive 
leap and slammed against his, and she thrust her tongue 
to the back of his throat, making it dart about over all of 
the internal surfaces. Her breath struck his cheek in hot 
little puffs, and her eyelids fluttered sharply. 

He drew back, so that his lips were on hers again, and 
she crooned in her throat, rocking her head and rolling 
her mouth on his. He saw the black of his hand on her 
shoulder. There was no esthetic thrill to the sight, although 
there was another, deeper satisfaction that stemmed from 
_ the fact that he was arousing the daughter of a white, law- 
and-order enemy of his people, and that she wanted him 
to. That made their closeness acceptable, and it justified 
the gathering knot in the floor of his gut. It fended off the 
self-contempt that might otherwise have ruined the night 
for him — the contempt that he had often felt for his black 
brothers when he felt that they were fucking white women 
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merely for the illusion that they were ‘as good as’ whitey.. 

He felt a distinct stirring in his cock and was aware of 
the fact that he was warming to Trish’s eagerness. White 
or black, she had curves in the right places, and they were 
firm without being hard and soft without being mushy, 
and there were muscles inside them that enabled her to 
wriggle them against him the right way. When you got 
right down to it, she was a goddam woman, and a good 
one for fucking, and he could probably afford to admit to 
himself that he didn’t have to invent any kind of ideo- 
logical rationale for enjoying this. 

He lay back, pulling her with him, so that she bent over 
his face, and she squirmed as if she were trying to push 
right through him. She acted more at ease than she had 
this afternoon, easy, self-assured and happy. But the 
__ hunger was in her, showing itself in the strength of her 

__ kiss and in the way she kept her weight on her elbows so 
she could rub her tits against him without squashing them 
and blunting the sensation and in the way she laid one leg 
across her belly and pushed her twat onto his hipbone so 
_ that the bristles of her pubic hair tickled the hollow at his 
| __ Waist and the tissues of her pussy nibbled at his flesh. 

___ He squeezed her buttocks and slipped his fingers along 
the crack until they dipped into the pool of her vagina, 
and then he brought them back, coated with the slippery 
_ stuff, and slid one into her ass. She jerked her mouth 
_ away from his and inhaled a great gulp of air, and her 
body lashed in his grip, but she made no effort to escape. 

‘Ooh ... ooh .. . Does that excite you, darling?’ she 
asked. 

He thought about that. ‘It’s interesting to see what it 
does to you, baby,’ he replied. 


__ Her chest and head were pressed against the bed, and 
her back curved upward from them to her elevated ass. 
_ Her back and shoulder muscles stood out clearly, the 
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depressions between them shadowed. Her legs were 
extended behind her, straddling his thighs, and she held 
them stiff-kneed and pointed-toed, so that her feet rested 
on the tops of her insteps on the sheet. The tendons on 
the inner sides of her thighs stood out a8 sharply as extra 
bones, and her buttocks humped over her pelvic joints 
like tents. 

Under his steady pressure, her sphincter was slowly 
swallowing the head of his cock, and with a sudden plop, 

“the brutal bulb disappeared. Trish gulped and gave a 
muffled cry, and then her hips began to surge while his 
shaft followed the head into her. When he had inserted 
the entire cock, so that the stiff brush of his pubic hair 
filled and covered the valley between her buttocks and 
his balls lay against her pussy, he began to stroke evenly 
out and in. 

Trish jerked her bottom up and down in opposition, 
and he increased his tempo. She clamped down on his 
shaft, and he gasped and shuddered at the sudden flood 
of excitement that coursed inward from the tortured 
organ. He grasped her hips and started to sweep them 
back against him with strong blows, and Trish pulled 
her hands under herself and straightened her arms again, 
pushing herself up until her back was horizontal. She 
went rigid, and Dory realized dimly that she was coming 
again. He shifted his hands to her waist, slamming her 
back and forth, and she rocked on her hands, her head 
jouncing and her ass slapping his belly with loud blows. 

A fist closed in his gut, and a silent buzzing filled it and 
rocketed the internal temperature. There was a sharp, 
sour feeling gush in his groin and through his cock, and 
he felt his jism erupt into her belly. She jerked her ass to 
him, grinding it on the base of his penis and gritting his 
teeth with the violence of his tremor. He waited, breath- 
less, until the pulses stopped, then squeezed off another 
drop. With a last tremendous shudder, he felt the tension 
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drain from his frame, and he gently pulled Trish off the 


still-turgid cock. 

She collapsed in his grip, and he eased her away from 
the pillows and laid her on the sheet, and then he threw 
the pillows into a corner and dropped beside her. She 
gave a muffled groan and stirred. Slowly, she turned 
toward him, putting her arm over him and snuggling.’ 
Surprised, he gathered her into his arms and caressed her, 

‘Dory,’ she mumbled in a near-whisper. ‘Dory, I think 
T love you.’ 

“Yeah, sure,’ he said. He knew all about that, he 
reflected. They said that a broad would love the guy who 
popped her cherry forever, but he knew that was horse- 
shit. On the other hand, a kid as naive as this one might 
think she loved a guy who had her as many ways as he’d 
had Trish. Or she might have to convince herself that she 
loved him, just to keep her sanity when she thought of 
everything that he’d done — and that she had. ‘Sure you 
do, baby. Everything’s all right.’ 

She sighed and kissed him, and he felt her breathing 
deepen and steady and knew that she was already drift- 
ing into sleep. He waited until he was certain before slip- 
ping from the bed to wash himself, and when he came 
back, she found him in her sleep and cuddled again, 
sounding as if she were purring when he pulled the blanket 
over them. 

He grinned into the darkness and let his mind go blank. 


CHAPTER TEN 


Trish awoke with the faint light of predawn in her eyes — 
and a consuming, dull pain in her rectum. She felt 
nauseous, and there was a heat next to her in the bed — 
that had a body at its center. She peered across the — 
pillowless space and caught the back of her hand between 
her teeth to smother her incipient scream. a 

A black man! Mother of God, there was a black man 
sharing her bed with her! But it was not her room! And 
as she became fully conscious, the realization swept over — 
her that it was not her bed, but his. And she remembered ~ 
that ‘he’ was Dorian Palmer, and that she was his hostage 
for the freedom of a Bolivar Gunter. 

The ache persisted, and it made her shins ache and her 
head ache, and she knew that she had to do something 
about it. She inched her way to the edge of the bed and 
out of it and made her way weakly into the bathroom, 
where she quietly closed the door and fumbled for the 
faucet in the wash basin. While she waited for it to heat, 
she relieved herself at the toilet, and then she found a 
washcloth in the shower and held it under the tap, soaking 
it until it steamed and then wringing it out, wincing and 
using one hand and then the other and waiting for the 
temperature to become bearable. Bending over and lean- 
ing her left hand on the toilet seat, she thrust the wadded 
cloth against her rectum with her right, holding it in 
place and pushing hard. As if her guts had been protrud- 
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ing, she felt something recede through the burning entry- 
way, and the pain began to subside. 

Twice more she rinsed and wrung the washrag and 
applied it to herself, and at last there was no pain but a 
dull, barely noticeable sensation of rawness. She washed 
the cloth and laid it over the shower head, then splashed 
water into her face and over the sticky tracks that covered 
her body. She might better have taken a shower, she 
thought then, but she hadn’t meant to wash all over. She’d 
shower later. 

She dried herself and eased the door open. Dory still 
slept, and she paused, gazing first at him and then at the 
hall door. If she were very quiet, she could probably slip 
out of the room and into the hall. She could make it to 
the room where they’d first brought her and get her dress, 
and maybe she could get down the stairs and outside 
without awakening anyone. 

Dory turned noisily and muttered. She started, staring 
fearfully toward him and then she relaxed and smiled. 
He was still sleeping soundly, although he might have 
been dreaming, and his face had an expression that was 
curiously child-like in the early light. The feverish in- 
tensity that marked him as a leader and a fanatic when 
he was awake was entirely absent in his sleep, as if it were 
a mask that he put on when he was dressing in the 
morning. 

; She found herself approaching the side of the bed 
_ without having intended to, and she slipped cautiously 
__ between the sheets, pulling the blanket up to her chin and 
_ sliding over to press her body against Dory’s. Only then 
was she totally aware of what she had done, and she felt 
_ wild protest surging through her mind. What in God’s 
__ name had come over her, she wondered as she snuggled 
a into Dory’s body-warmth. It was madness to be doing 
this! 
4 But she was doing it, she told herself, and she was doing 
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it because there was an irresistable feeling of tenderness — 
in her toward Dory. There was a quality about him that — 
she could not define but which drew her with a power — 
that outweighed all of the moral and ideological objec. 
tions that sprang to mind. She had no idea what that 
quality was; all that she could put into words about it 
this morning was that she felt a presence like Will's 
when she was near Dory. j 

Perhaps that was enough of a definition, she thought. 
It should be easy to determine what it was about Dory 


that brought her memories of Will to the surface. There 4 
was strength, for example. Will had shown greater — 


strength of character than any other human she had ever ~ 
known. Dory had strength, too. It was strength of will, 
and she was not at all sure that it signified character, but 
it exuded from him, and she could not imagine anyone a 
deliberately setting about to cross him. But Will had also 
had a vast reservoir of compassion. Maybe Dory had; 
she was not certain. It was hard for her to believe that a 
black radical could be compassionate, but she had nothing 
to go on but stereotypes, except for Dory, and maybe it 
was an excess of compassion that turned a strong man in 
a desperate environment into a radical. 

Her sexual experiences with Dory stood out more 
vividly in her mind than anything else about him. But 
there was no way for them to remind her of Will! God, 
no! She and Will would both have died before letting the 
smallest hint of sexual activity enter their relationship! 

She stared at the ceiling and slowly went rigid. They 
would have, wouldn’t they? She knew Will would have; 
he’d never have entertained an improper notion about 
her. She knew that he had not, because if he had... 

She gasped and dug her nails into her palms. 

He’d had no such notion, and she knew it. Because if 
he had, she’d have given herself to him upon the instant! 
Oh, God! She would have! She had always wanted to 


114 


; 
x 


| 115 


belong to him, and she had always thrust the knowledge 
down into the locked recesses of her subconscious, deny- 
ing them and living up to what Will thought she was. But 
she had wanted him, and because she could never have 
him as long as she should live, her subconscious must 
have wanted her to belong to him in every way that a 
woman could give herself to the man she loved! 

Now, hostage in a terrorist plot, forced to indulge in 
unspeakably vile acts, she was sublimating them! She 
was throwing herself into them with wild pleasure, her 
subconscious self pretending that Dory was Will. And 
every new degredation that Dory subjected her to would 
strengthen that subconscious merging of identities! 

Dory turned again to lie on his side, facing her, and 
she crept closer to him, letting her belly touch his and her 
breasts rest against his chest. His arm lay over her, and 
she snuggled beneath it, her face close enough to Dory’s 
so that his breath brushed her cheek and hers stirred his 
beard, and she heard a soft, happy crooning in her throat. 
Impulsively, she kissed Dory on his cheek, and he stirred 
and groaned. His eyelids fluttered, and then opened, and 
he gazed silently at her. 

At first, she saw no sign of recognition, but then a slow 
smile touched his lips and he squeezed her to him. 

‘Mornin’, baby,’ he said softly. “You sleep good?’ 

Yes,’ she whispered. ‘Did you?’ 

‘I think so. I don’t remember waking up.’ He hugged 
her again. ‘Feels good to wake up in the morning with 
you next to me.’ 

She nodded. ‘It does.’ 

‘Wonder what time it is?’ 

‘Early. Maybe six.’ : 

He shook his head. ‘It’s against my principles to wake 
up early. I wonder if having a woman in the bed with me 
all the time would always make me do that.’ 


She giggled. ‘Probably not, if she’d leave you alone 
when she woke up early.’ 

“Huh?” 

‘I’m sorry, darling. I just couldn’t help snuggling. And 
when I snuggled, your face was so close I just had to kiss 
it. And you woke up.’ 

‘Jee-zus! Isn’t that kind of taking advantage of a guy?’ 

‘I guess so.’ 

‘Well, I don’t like to miss it when I get kissed.’ 

‘All right.’ She held her face toward his. 

Dory kissed her, holding her tightly, and she felt the 
hardness of his penis against her belly. Desire flashed 
over her, hot and urgent, and she knew what ought to be 
done when a couple awoke too early to get up. She 
squirmed, working her arm free, and her hand found the 
engorged organ and closed over it. 

‘What!’ Dory’s eyes widened. ‘Already?’ 

‘It’s too early to get up,’ she murmured. 

He laughed, and his belly jiggled: against her fingers. 
‘I guess it is,’ he said. ‘Better Jet me hit the head first, 
That might just be a piss hard-on.’ 

‘If it is, come back and I'll make it a real one.’ 

‘That a promise?’ 

Yes.’ 

Dory disengaged himself and rolled out of bed. He 
glanced down at her, quizzically, then went into the bath- 
room. There were bathroom sounds for a time, and then 
he opened the door and came back to her. 

*You sure you want to fuck again, baby?’ 

‘T’m sure, darling,’ she said quietly. 

‘Okay. Just wanted to check.’ 

‘It was just a piss hard-on, wasn’t it,’ she said with a 
smile. 

Dory looked down and laughed. ‘What do you know?’ 

Trish threw off the blanket and sheet and sat up. ‘Come 
down here, darling.’ 
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Dory dropped to the bed, and she turned to lie with 


her breast on his leg, her elbow on the other side of his 


thighs supporting her. With her free hand, she traced 
invisible patterns on the wrinkled skin of the shrunken 
cock. It was big even in repose, she reflected. 


‘Ooh, I love it so!” She scrambled to her knees and 
straddled Dory’s thighs, stretching her legs along his sides 
and leaning back, supported by her left hand. With her 
right, she pulled the heavy cock down and began to rub 
its head up and down the crevice between her labia. Slid- 
ing forward or backward on his thighs to allow greater 
or less pressure in the rubbing, she squirmed at the steady 
stream of excitement that flowed into her crotch, and a 
warmth in the heart of her pussy was followed by a sudden 
wetness of her tissues that quickly coated the taut — 
with a glistening layer of fluid. 

Dory watched her silently, but his eyes smiled, and his 
lips were parted to show the gleaming whiteness of his 
teeth. He breathed hard, she noted, and his thighs were 
tight and quivering. From time to time, her rubbing 
appeared to send an unexpected thrill through his cock, 
for his belly muscles jerked and stood out and he caught 
his breath. 

She drew her legs back and worked her feet under her, 
then rose to her knees and straightened, the cock held 
vertically before her. It was too long to fit under her 
crotch, and she struggled into a squatting position, lifting 
herself until she could settle on the massive bulb. She 
rested her weight on it, and an abrupt giddiness assailed 
her as she felt it forcing her open. Panting rapidly, she 
bounced with tiny jerks, her flesh parting and spreading, 
flowing downward around the head like a hungry amoeba. 
She grunted when the knob buried itself, and then she 
sank down the length of the shaft, coming to rest on its 
base, ~ 
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Tensing and relaxing her thighs, she began to pump _ 


herself, stroking the full length of the iron-hard shaft. 
Dory placed his hands beneath her buttocks and added 
the strength of his arms to that of her legs, easing the 
pumping and speeding it, and waves of buzzing heat swept 
over Trish. She clenched her teeth and dug her chin 
against the top of her chest, moaning with pleasure and 
watching her breasts bounce. The strained tautness of her 
thighs caused them to develop a violent tremor, and she 
felt suddenly as if she were a human vibrator suspended 
on an upright log. 

A startled expression leaped into Dory’s eyes, and his 
body slammed upward convulsively, thrusting his cock to 
the hilt and battering her softer flesh. He stared wildly at 
her, and she felt the abrupt jerks in his cock that were the 
first orgasmic spasms. The warmth of his flood poured 
into the core of her belly, and he groaned, his fingers 
clutching at her buttocks with mindless, irregular 
squeezes. ; 

Her excitement flared at the sight of his helpless 
reaction, and her muscles suddenly went rigid. She shoved 
her feet backward and fell onto him, her clitoris caught 
between his pelvic arch and hers. She laid her legs on his, 
clamping them tightly together, and thrust her hands 
against the mattress on either side of his chest, her elbows 
stiff, her back arched, and her head tipped back, She 
heard a deep, undulating moan of delight swelling from 
her throat, and there was a roaring in her head and dark- 
ness before her eyes. Buzzing passion shook her body and 
fierce contractions rippled her belly. She rocked on the 
flaming point of contact between their bodies and let her 
spasms tear at her, crying Dory’s name when the inner 
pressure grew too great. With a last convulsive shudder, 
she collapsed, and she fell forward onto Dory, twisting 
her head and rubbing her face against his chest. 

He held her in his arms, caressing her and whispering 
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to her, and she felt tears welling from her eyes and wetting 
his body. She had not consciously thought of Will during 
their love-making but she wondered vaguely if her sub- 
conscious mind had substituted her brother for the black 
body beneath her. Consciously, she felt only an uncon- 
trollable yearning to stay as she was, welded to her warm 
companion forever. 

She raised her head and smiled through her tears. ‘I 
ought to hate you, Dory,’ she whispered. ‘But I don’t. I 
wish we could be like this always.’ 

He studied her, gravely, and then he took her face 
between his hands and kissed her. 
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CHAPTER ELEVEN 


Much later, Trish rolled off Dory and went into the bath- 
room. Dory watched her go, smiling at the unconscious 
sway of her rounded hips and the grace of her carriage, 
and then he sighed and got out of bed. He went into the 
hall and down it to the room they had intended for her 
captivity, where he got her dress from the wardrobe. 
Returning to his own suite, he hung the garment on the 
front of the closet and stood by the window waiting for 
her to finish washing. 

Below, the neglected, weed-choked lawn swept away 
and down over the lip of the knoll to the feet of the trees 
that formed a thick wood and hid the Prescott place. In 
the old days, he thought, the Cadwallader mansion would 
have had a better than even chance of repulsing a hostile 
foot attack. Crossing the broad lawn under a determined 
crossfire from the narrow windows would have been 
suicidal, and the now-sluggish spring in the northwest 
corner of the basement would have provided defenders 
with an inexhaustible source of fresh water. 

But the old days were far in the past, and there would 
be no protracted siege today. Attacking forces would 
come with high-powered rifles and with rocket launchers 
for gas grenades. Even given that they might hesitate to 
destroy the house, they would prevent defenders from 
firing out of the windows, and they would fill the place 
with the fumes of tear gas or worse. And when they were 
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Satisfied that the inhabitants were incapacitated, they 
would storm the doors, blasting them inward and charging 
in with slashing rifle butts, 

No American revolutionary movement would be able 
to operate under such conditions, he conceded to himself. 
No guerilla command could dare the luxury of a head- 
quarters stronghold. Any fixed headquarters would have 
to feature an escape route for the command, and if the 
authorities managed to locate the place, as they frequently 
would, headquarters personnel would have to be ready 
with a carefully laid out plan of escape. 

Here — and a strange sense of excitement knotted his 
belly as the thought took shape — the plan would be beauti- 
ful in its simplicity. There ought to be a small, select 
force of guards. They would have to be multipurpose per- | 
sonnel, for guard duty without the variety of other re- 
sponsibilities would deaden and deteriorate the individual. 
Workers whose responsibilities might include any of the 
activities that were part of running a headquarters would 
have the additional duty of guarding, and they would be 
rotated in short, frequent shifts. Their objective in the 
event of attack would be to engage the attackers in a 
firefight while*the rest of the command disposed of the 
goods of revolution according to prearranged plan. 
When the records and other paraphernalia had been 
taken care of — and that implied secret vaults located 
somewhere that could be reached without exposure but 
safe from subsequent search — the main body of head- 
quarters personnel would escape through secret routes 
and the guards would activate boobytraps and follow 
them. Hopefully, the first assault would be made without 
the heavy armament that could be used for immediate 
reduction of the command post. By the time reinforce- 
ments could be brought up by the enemy, the escape 
would have been completed, and the attackers would take 
only a useless shell, 
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Under the kind of active offensive that would produce 
that Kind of attack, the movement would have to resign 
itself to inevitable relocations of local headquarters. They 
would face their greatest challenge in transporting their 
equipment and records from an abandoned headquarters 
to a new one, and Dory realized that he had been crimi- 
nally negligent in not recognizing the need for planning 
in this vein. But for the accident of standing at this win- 
dow while waiting for his prisoner to finish her turn in the 
bathroom, he might never have thought of the need until 
it was upon him. 

Theré was little comfort in the thought that there was 
plenty of time; the Panthers were already objects of such 
warfare, whether the government and the press chose to 
admit the fact or not. And by launching his spectacular 
strike at the courts, he had surely laid his own head- 
quarters open to the most vicious kind of attack. If the 
~ government law enforcement people should suspect his 
involvement in the kidnapping and break the secrecy of 
his use of Cadwallader House, they would besiege it at 
once. Sure, they’d come at it with sidearms at first. They'd 
arrive in a convoy of cars, each loaded with four or five 
men carrying rifles and revolvers and shotguns and hand- 
held .gas-grenade launchers. They'd have bullhorns and 
demand the surrender of the occupants, and then they’d 
start edging in. If no one fired on them, but no one went 
out, they’d likely fire a few rounds of tear gas in and then 
break down the doors. They'd beat the hell out of anyone 
they found inside, hoping that there wouldn't have to be 
another court scene. And it’d be all over. 

If he had thought out that part of it ahead of time, the 
story would have been different. It would have been grati- 
fying to settle into a new hiding place and picture the pigs 
finding an empty nest. And if he came through this 
exercise without getting killed, he’d be ready for the next 
one. 
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Trish came out of the bathroom and saw her dress. 
She smiled at him and began to slip into it. 

“You're sweet, Dory,’ she murmured. 

‘Sure.’ He went into the vacated bathroom and washed 
himself, then came out and dressed. ‘I don’t know about 
you, baby, but I’ve got an appetite for food.’ 

“Me too.’ 

Angie was in the kitchen when they got downstairs, 
and she had already started the bacon. She glanced at 
Trish with distaste and then at Dory. 

“You're getting pretty cozy, aren’t you?’ she said. 

Dory stiffened. ‘What make it your business?’ 

Anger flared briefly in Angie’s face, then gave way toa 
hurt look. ‘Just seems strange. You like her?’ 

“What the hell? She’s our prisoner. What difference 
does it make whether I like her or not?’ 

‘A lot, I'd think,’ 

“Well, if I want to take her to bed, so what?’ 

Angie turned the bacon and laid new strips in the pan, 
and then she looked back at him. ‘I heard you say some- 
thing about that a couple of times, Dory.’ 

“Yeah? Like what?’ 

‘Like a guy can’t do everything. Like revolution is a 
thing that takes all of a man. That’s what you said.’ 

Dory hesitated. He had said that, all right, and he had 
damned well believed it, when Ray James had started 
spending all his time with the Silverman broad. But Ray 
had neglected things that he’d been told to do, and he’d 
clearly lost his fervor for the movement. Dory felt no 
such fading of zeal, and there had to be a difference. Still, 
that was not the way to put it to Angie. 

He grinned at her, moving close and patting her ass. 
‘Tell you what, baby. That was when I didn’t have any 
reserve for fucking. Figured if I didn’t, nobody did. Turns 
out I’ve got a little now.’ 

She appeared to struggle against responding, but he 
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had watched that before, and he knew that there was 
something in her that made it impossible for her to resist 
his arguments. That was the quality that had made her 
one of his most valuable lieutenants, and he counted on 
it now to get her off his back. In all fairness, she might 
have a point, and he would have to think about what was 
happening to him. There might have been cases where a 
prisoner had voluntarily started sleeping with her jailer, 
but if anyone had told him of such a case, he’d have 
retorted that she was just trying to buy her way out. 

Angie ducked too late to hide the smile that lifted the 
corner of her mouth. ‘All right, Dory. But watch it. I 
heard Dallas making some kind of crack about it last 
night when we went upstairs and the girl wasn’t in her 
room. He and Jake. I don’t think they like it.’ 

‘Figure they’re not getting their share, maybe?’ 

‘I don’t know. Maybe.’ She heaped the bacon around 
the edges of the pan and began to break eggs into the 
center, and the sizzling rose to a minox roar. 

Trish had found the dishes and silver and was setting 
the table. She glanced toward the stove with an apprecia- 
tive sniff. ‘Mmm! That smells great!’ she exclaimed. 

‘If you like bacon,’ remarked Angie. ‘Makes a hell of 
a mess of the stove, though.’ 

Dory chuckled. ‘Angie, you’re a frustrated housewife.’ 

‘T’ll have a house of my own someday, maybe,’ she 
said. ‘When I think I can bring up kids in a world where 
they matter.’ 

Dallas and Jake came in, and Jake approached the 
stove. 

‘Smell that stuff everywhere in th’ house!’ he told 
Angie, pinching her bottom. 

She jerked away and giggled. ‘Didn’t think you’d get 
up until noon, man!’ 

‘Shit, I was worried. Afraid ol’ Palmer might sneak out 
with th’ broad.’ 
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“Yeah, kinda looked that way,’ said Dallas. ‘Cunt 
gettin’ to ya, man?’ 

“What’s it to you?’ demanded Dory. This wasn’t th 
issue he’d have chosen, but the movement was like a wolf 
pack in a way, in that leadership was a tenuous thing and 
rested on a man’s ability to maintain his right to it against 
any kind of challenge. “You got anything to say?’ 

“Y’got dynamite there, man, an’ if it goes off, y’ain’t th’ _ 
only one gets hurt.’ Dallas shuffled his feet. 

‘So?’ 

‘Well...’ 

‘Get it out, cat. I’m listening,’ 

‘Well, ain’t no goddam hotel here. Senator’s kid’s 
trouble, an’ if she’s gettin’ dicked, we all oughta be 
gettin’ to ’er.’ 

“Yeah? You forgetting the dogpile in her room yester- 
day? Didn’t look to me like you were missing any action.’ 

‘Maybe not, but I wasn’t gettin’ any last night.’ 

‘Look, cat. You don’t like the way I run the show, 
you say so. You know where the door is.’ 

‘Naw, man! Stick my nose outta th’ door, ’n’ ’'d wind 
up with a knife in m’back!’ 

“You saying I’d knife you?’ 

‘Not you, maybe. One o’ y’r apes, though.’ : 

The bastard would have the pigs here before he’d been 
gone an hour, Dory reflected. If he left, they’d have to see 
to it that he wasn’t going to rat on them. So he’d wind up 
the way he said he would. And good riddance, 

‘All right, you know all the answers. You figure on 
running things here?’ Dory felt the sleepy blanket of 
physical readiness steal over him. 

Dallas fidgeted, and his fingers worked. He snarled. 
‘Big nigger! Goddam dictator!’ 

Dory took a half step forward, and his hand flashed 
up and out, his rigid, extended palm edge cracking into 
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the side of Dallas’ neck. The white man’s feet jerked off 
the floor and he hurled sideward, crashing into the 
cabinet. Jake jumped forward. : 

‘Easy, Dory,’ he said with quiet urgency. ‘Easy! Not 
now, man!’ 

Dallas wobbled his head and gasped for air, his hand 
feeling gingerly at the bruise that was purpling. He made 
a gurgling sound and hacked to clear his throat. 

‘Jesus, man!’ his voice croaked. ‘Coulda kilt me!” 

‘Yeah.’ Dory made his tone low and silky. “Yeah, cat, I 
could have. Want to try for the jackpot?’ 

‘No!’ Dallas crouched against the cabinet, his eyes wide 
and his face gray. ‘No . . . NO!’ He screamed as Dory 
stepped toward him, and his hand fluttered forward as if 
to ward off another blow. But there was hatred in his 
features and a plain desire to kill. ‘Keep off’n me!’ 

Dory stopped, his weight on the balls of his feet and his 
head thrust forward. He whispered. “Who’s the boss here, 
Wade?’ 

‘Not me, man! Lemme alone!’ 

‘Who is it, Wade?’ 

“You! F’r crissake, lemme alone!’ 

Dory sighed and turned away from the cowering Wade. 
The man would give no further trouble in the immediate 
future, he decided. But it bothered him that he had diffi- 
culty in understanding the street leader. Most of the 
people in his part of the movement were university- 
connected. They came from the same middle-class sectors 
of the society that he did, and he could predict their 
reactions and follow their reasoning. Wade, he knew, had 
grown up in the Philadelphia slums, the product of a 
father who drunk himself to death and a mother who had 
lived as a sleazy prostitute and died on drugs. Dallas had 
known no way of life but crime and he had left school 
before he could read more than the simplest material. 

Now, the man attached himself to the revolution, 
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evidently believing that on its fringes he would be rela- 
tively immune to police action. Some trait acquired in his 
street escapades during his youth seemed to enable him to 
twist the emotions of the hangers-on around the campus, 
so that he was a good agitator, but he was moody and 
erratic, and Dory had yet to find a pattern in the way the 
man shifted positions and attitudes. 

Dory saw Trish quietly lay a heavy-bladed kitchen 
knife behind the canisters on the cabinet, where she stood 
an arm’s length from Dallas, and he realized that his 
peripheral consciousness had notified him that she was 
tensely clasping the handle of the weapon in her hand 
throughout his confrontation with Wade. He recalled 
now that she had taken in the scene with terrified calm, 
her gaze fixed on Wade’s hands as if she expected the 
smaller man to produce a weapon, and he felt a surge of 
fierce satisfaction knowing that if Dallas had done any 
such foolish thing, she would have flung herself on the 
dissenter with a flashing blade. 

‘Come on,’ said Angie in a tight voice. ‘This stuff’s 
ready.’ 

They seated themselves, Dallas included, and soon con- 
sumed the mountain of food. Afterward, Dory and the 
other two men went into the living room while Trish 
stayed in the kitchen to help Angie with the dishes. There 
was no news on the TV at the moment, and Jake was 
studying Dory speculatively. 

*Y’know, Dory, we got some thinkin’ to do.’ 

‘About what?’ 

‘Say the government tells us to get screwed. What do 
we do then?’ 

“You mean if they don’t let Gunter go?’ 

*Yeah.’ 

Dory scowled. He didn’t believe the government would 
do that, and he didn’t want to think about it. But the 
possibility had to be faced, if only to reassure his people 
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that there was a course of action to cover every 
eventuality. 

‘What’s there to do? We dump the girl’s Aer where 
they'll find it.’ 

‘Why not hide it?’ 

‘Do that and they’ve got the body and us to look for. 
Give them the body, some of the push is gone. Besides, 
the next hostage, they know we mean what we say.’ 

“How we gonna kill ’’er?’ 

‘How do I know? That’s no big deal.” 

‘Okay. What if they do turn Gunter loose?’ 

‘What do you think?’ 

‘Hide the body.’ 

‘Hell, no, man! You out of your goddamn mind?’ 

‘Whatcha mean?’ 

‘Kill her after they do what we told them to, and they'll 
never buy the hostage shit again!’ 

Jake grunted. ‘Let her go, and she’ll tell em everything 
she knows.’ 

‘Maybe we'll put in another condition. Maybe we’ve 
got to say we want Gunter loose and immunity for us.’ 

‘Oh, shit! What kinda deal is that?’ 

‘They'd do it.’ 

‘You gotta be kiddin’! You wouldn’t trust those 
bastards once they had the girl back, would you?’ 

It was a question that troubled Dory. He didn’t trust 
the bastards even now, let alone after they’d gotten Trish 
back. Letting her go was like sending the pigs an engraved 
invitation. On the other hand, the hostage bit was the 
most devastating tool that the movement would ever have. 
He had had the guts to be the first to use it; if he blew it 
this time, the effort was not only wasted, but he would 
have denied its use to anyone. He leaned forward and 
gazed into Jake’s eyes, wondering if Horowitz really be- 
longed to the movement or saw it simply as a vehicle for 
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his own personal ends. Maybe there’d never be a better 
issue for dragging out the truth. 

‘Look, Jake. How many people in the movement know 
who’s got the girl?’ Dory kept his voice low and even. 

Jake frowned. ‘Four of us, Dory. Just the four of us.’ 

‘Might have been easier if we’d had a dozen or so, 
don’t you think?’ 

‘Maybe. Wouldn’t have taken any of us out of circu- 
lation, anyhow.’ Jake conceded the point. ‘That would 
make a leak more likely though.’ 

‘Sure, we couldn’t afford that. How’d you happen to 
get in on it?’ 

Jake hunched uncomfortable. “You asked me, Dory. 
But you didn’t say the broad was going to get the chance 
to rat on us.’ 

‘How come I asked you instead of someone else? We’ve 
got people who are better in fights. Maybe they’re better 
at hiding out, too. How come I asked you?” 

‘I dunno.’ 

“Because I wanted people who understood the move- 
ment, not just the type who like excitement.’ 

‘Okay. Say it. You tried to get the most dedicated 
people you knew. That what you’re sayin’?’ 

“Yeah, that’s it. That’s half of it, anyway.’ 

“‘What’s the other half? Expendable?’ 

‘No. Smart. Suppose this works just the way we plan- 
ned it. Suppose they send Gunter to Algiers and every- 
body in the movement tumbles to what a weapon they’ve 
got. What about us?’ 

‘We're dead.’ 

‘We’re legends, man! Sure, we have to go underground, 
but we’re legends! The whole goddam movement’s got 
someone to hang onto! Look, what kind of leaders have 
we had so far? Strong men, maybe, or bigmouths, but no 
one that every revolutionary in the country wanted to 
follow. Right?’ 
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‘So what’s anne? Splinters all over the place.’ 

Dory was excited. Maybe he was more excited than hs 
had ever been before. This was an aspect of the Prescott 
case that had not occurred to him, any more than the need 
for a defense plan for Cadwallader House had. But it was 
a natural; it was inevitable! 

‘Heroes, Jake! Like Jesus coming back!’ 

Jake chuckled dryly. ‘Who? Yeah, heroes. Number one 
and two on the FBI’s hit parade. What good’s it to be a 
dead hero?’ 

‘If this thing goes, Jake, the movement’s got something 
to pull it together. It’s got a weapon that’s as big as any- 
thing the establishment’s got. It can fight. And it won’t be 
a bunch of splinters on a slide any more. So how does it 
take care of its heroes? We'll move from region to region, 
and we'll be helping decide what happens next. You see 
what I’m talking about?’ 

Jake nodded slowly. “Yeah, I see. A price on our heads. 
The government’s best men on our trail. The establish- 
ment hating us and afraid of us. Yeah, I see. Think we'll 
see the end of the revolution?’ 

‘Did Castro? Did Simon Bolivar? Did... ?’ 

‘Hey, hey! A lot of revolutionary heroes were the first 
ones to face the firing squad after they won! Don’t get 
carried away!’ 

Dory laughed breathlessly. ‘Heroes, man! Robin 
Hoods, maybe, because we do what we say we’re going to.’ 

‘Like letting the Prescott girl go.’ 

“Yeah. Like that.’ 

‘All right, Dory. If that’s what it’ll take to make the 
revolution go,’ 

Dallas stirred. He stared somberly at the other two. ‘I 
dunno bout that hero stuff. Lotta pricks’ll try t’ make it 
by turnin’ us in.’ 

Dory realized that Angie and Trish had come in, and 
he had no idea how long they had been there. What he 
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had said to Jake meant just as much to Angie, and he 
hoped that she had heard him. If she had, Trish had, and 
she would feel better knowing that they really meant to 
release her when Gunter went free. Too bad she didn’t 
understand the evil inherent in the establishment; she’d 
make a good revolutionary. He knew intuitively that she 
had guts and smarts. She’d have been an asset. 
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CHAPTER TWELVE 


At ten-thirty, the lid blew off. The scheduled TV program 
had just started when STAND BY replaced the picture 
and an excited voice came on. 

‘Stand by for an important development in the Prescott 
case, ladies and gentlemen! Our Washington corre- 
spondent has signalled that there is a new break! Please 
stand by. The next voice you hear will be that of Frank 
Thomas, from Washington.’ 

There was a moment's silence, and the STAND BY 
placard continued to fill the screen, and then there was 
a flickering and the familiar, overfed features of Frank 
Thomas were seen, with the White House in the back- 
ground. 

‘Ladies and gentlemen, good morning. This is Frank 
Thomas, bringing you the latest development in the 
Prescott kidnapping case. The attorney general of the 
United States has announced that his office has received 
duplicates of the two messages that Senator Prescott re- 
ceived yesterday. He told reporters that there was addi- 
tional material in the envelope to prove that the 
kidnappers do have Miss Prescott and that she was alive 
at the time that the messages were sent, but he refuses 
to describe that material. 

‘For the past hour and a half, justice department offices 
have been alive with activity, but the press has been 
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excluded, and no announcements have been issued, other 
than the one about the messages. Those messages . . . we 
understand that they were mailed at the main office of 
the post office, right here in Washington, DC, and that 
they were postmarked with yesterday’s date. 

‘Let me repeat, ladies and gentlemen; the attorney 
general of the...’ 

Thomas repeated the announcement, and then the 
network analysts took over. They recapitulated the 
known facts in the case, filling in with minor details that 
had evidently been unearthed in interviews with Abe 
Petersen and students Trish had known at the university. 
There was considerable speculation as to the course that 
the government would take in response to the terrorists’ 
demand, and the analysts split in their opinions as to 
what ought to be done. The moderator interrupted their 
debate with another announcement. 

‘Excuse me, gentlemen. This just came in, and I think 
it could be considered significant. Judge Harold Morris, 
trying the Bolivar Gunter case, has just adjourned pro- 
ceedings until further notice. He ordered the jury locked 
up with the statement that he was in receipt of com- 
munications from the terrorists in the Prescott case. We 
have it from a source close to the judge that he is now in 
conference with a representative of the FBI. Just a 
moment, ladies and gentlemen! Our Washington corres- 
pondent, Frank Thomas, informs us that the attorney 
general has just entered the White House with top mem- 
bers of his staff and that the Secretary of Defense arrived 
immediately behind him! It appears that this attempt to 
free Bolivar Gunter from prosecution in the federal courts 
is to be treated as a major national issue. So far, there is 
no indication from government sources as to the policy 
that will be adopted. And now, gentlemen, let’s 
consider...” 

Dory found it suddenly hard to breathe, and he clen- 
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ched his fists tightly to quiet their shaking. The thing 
looked a hell of a lot bigger in the flesh than it had from 
a distance. He realized that he had given little thought of 
what the government’s decision-making process would 
be. He had known that the decision to free Gunter would 
involve the judge and the prosecution, and that meant 
two parts of the justice department. He had known, too, 
that the Department of Justice would have to face the 
challenge of the kidnapping, itself. But the whole case 
had taken on a new shape, and he was both elated by the 
change and terrified by it. 

Angie and the other two men were on their feet and 
walking about aimlessly, and one by one, they wandered 
from the living room. Trish had seated herself on the floor 
beside the chair that Dory was in, and she leaned with her 
elbows on the arm of the chair, her legs curled under her, 
and stared up at him, : 

Dory? What’s wrong, Dory?’ she asked. 

‘It’s . . . it’s happened, baby.’ Even saying it, he found 
it difficult to comprehend. 

‘What’s happened?’ 

‘Revolution. Know what a revolution’s got to have, 
Trish? Know what it takes to make a revolution? Sure, 
there’s got to be a cause and people who believe in it and 
who do something about it. But it isn’t a revolt against a 
government until the government recognizes that it is. 
And the president’s just done that!’ 

*Yes, he’s done that.’ 

‘It was the cops and the judges against unorganized 
protestors, Trish. Pigs against a few radicals, who couldn’t 
agree on what they wanted or how to get it. Now it’s the 
US against a whole revolutionary movement. Only today 
the movement they’re against is four people in a house 
in the country.’ 

*You’re the revolution, Dory. You're the revolution, 
to all the people who want one.’ 
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He laughed shakily. ‘And to all the ones who don’t,’ 
he added. ‘Christ! One man and two — maybe two and a 
half — assistants against the strongest nation in the world! 
It isn’t just the pigs, now. It’s going to be the defense 
department, too!’ 

‘Is it too late to back out?’ 

“Back out?’ 

“Open the door and let me walk across that lawn and 
through the trees. In twenty minutes — maybe a half hour 
~I'd be home, and it’d be all over.’ 

‘And they’d be all over this place.’ 

‘That’s a detail. Suppose that we were able to con- 
vince ourselves that I wouldn’t have to talk. Suppose 
that we worked out a schedule that let everyone get 
away from here before I went home. Would you do 
it?’ 

Dory replied steadily, without hesitation. ‘No. I 
wouldn’t.’ 

‘Why?’ 

Td be a traitor to the movement. Trish, this isn’t just 
one incident; it’s the real start of the revolution! If I 
quit now, it might screw things up for the whole cause! 
I’ve got to show it can be done!’ 

“You still think it can? You think the president will let 
it?’ 

‘That sonovsditch? Hell, he’s not going to let the whole 
country see him condemn you!’ 

‘Maybe.’ 

He put his hand on her head and stroked her hair. 
The kitten appeared, and it clawed its way onto his lap, 
where it rolled onto its back and fought his other hand 
ferociously. For a time, Dory forced himself to relax, 
hoping that the grinding in his belly would subside. 

Slowly, almost too slowly, the realization came to him 
that there was no real difference between what was hap- 
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pening and what he had anticipated. So the Department 
of Defense was in the act. So what? For all the manpower 
and resources that made available, it added nothing to his 
own danger; the army was designed to fight foreign wars, 
not his kind of revolution. They would be of no value 
to the pigs who were looking for him. What was more, 
their involvement, if their uniforms started appearing 
all over the country — if maybe the president declared 
martial law — would act as a catalyst. As much as this 
kidnapping was going to do to consolidate the movement, 
martial law would do infinitely more. Nervous young 
soldiers and disoriented officers would make mistakes. 
They would offend people. They would terrorize citizens 
with no connection, whatever, with the movement, And 
they would trigger a mass demand for reforms to meet 
the conditions Dory wanted to see. If the president did 
that, it would be the last thing he did until the entire 
system had been rebuilt. 

Everyone was back in the living room, now, and the 
TV network analysts were still kicking around the im- 
plications of the Prescott case. It dragged on, with 
genuine, shrewd analysis often giving way to ‘cute’ gar- 
bage and emotional monologues. 

Just before twelve, the moderator broke in again. He 
read a statement from the attorney general’s office (re- 
marking that it had been delivered to the reporters gath- 
ered outside the White House) to the effect that the 
Department of Justice was prepared to meet the kid- 
nappers wherever they, the kidnappers, wished, in order 
to enter negotiations. 

‘Ignorant bastards,’ Dory growled. Hell, there was 
nothing to negotiate. They knew what he wanted and 
what the alternative was. All they had to do was announce 
their intention of meeting his demand. That was what he 
wanted — a public statement — a public promise. 

He studied Jake, and Jake became aware of his 
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‘Jake, we’re going to have to say something to a those 
people. There’s nothing to negotiate.’ 

“Yeah?’ Jake’s eyes narrowed. “Whatcha got in mind?’ 

‘A telephone call.’ 

‘Oh, shit, man! That’s suicide!’ 

‘Not with direct dialing and a short message.’ 

‘Like hell! You couldn’t make it short enough to keep 
from gettin’ traced!’ 

Maybe Jake was right, thought Dory. Whoever was 
on the other end would surely stall, and the message 
would have to get through right, or it would buy nothing. 
Trish touched his elbow. 

‘Huh?’ He glanced at her. 

‘Didn’t one of the commentators say that Daddy’s in 
Washington now?’ she asked. 

“Yeah.” 

“Well, he’s got a private line in his office at home. It’s 
got a recorder hooked to it so he can get messages when 
he’s not there.’ : 

‘Suppose he doesn’t go back home for a few days?’ 

‘He calls two or three times.a day, and the recorder 
plays back all the messages.” 

‘Hey! That’s it, then! You hear that, Jake?’ 

Jake grinned. ‘I hear it. You know the number, 
woman?’ 

Trish repeated the number, then gave it to Jake again, 
so that he could memorize it. Dory watched the girl, aware 
of the fact that it was to her advantage to get the message 
through with a minimum of delay, but wondering if 
that was what had prompted her quick suggestion. 
Damned broad was as hard to figure as a university 
president. 

Jake left immediately, and Dory noticed a bulge that 
had to be one of those snub-nosed revolvers in his pocket. 
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He called after Jake to caution him against taking 
chances, 

Jake grinned over his shoulder. ‘Man, I got no > wish 
to be a dead hero!’ 

Dallas looked dejected and morose, and Dory won- 
dered again why he had felt it important to involve the 
‘street people’ in the plot. He knew that the main con- 
sideration had been one of convincing members of the 
movement that the Prescott action was not intended to be 
exclusively a student affair, but it was quite clear that 
Wade was as poor a choice as he could have made. 

‘Dallas, what are you going to do after this is over?’ 
he asked the dour man. 

‘Stick with you! Get outta sight ’n stay there!’ 

‘Fair enough.’ He could get Wade to temporary safety, 
Dory reflected. What would happen to the man then 
would be anyone’s guess. Someone would kill him, more 
than likely. 

They ate lunch, although Dory had little appetite, and 
then they returned to the TV set. At two there was a 

brief announcement that a student radical had been killed. 
A Jacob Horowitz, tentatively identified by the contents 
of his wallet and apparently a student at Cordell Univer- 
sity, had been approached by police officers as he was 
leaving a pay telephone in downtown Midwood. For 
reasons that might never be known, he had produced a 
revolver and opened fire on them, then tried to flee. A 
bullet from one of their guns had felled him, and he had 
been dead on arrival at the Midwood Community Hos- 
pital. 

Dory felt nauseated. He had sent Jake to his death, 
and it meant the loss of one of the few revolutionaries 
he respected. Angie broke into racking sobs, and Dallas 
turned grayer than he had in the kitchen this morning. 
Trish trembled violently. 

‘Oh, no, Dory!’ she whispered. ‘Oh, no!’ Tears began 
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He would turn killer, too. 
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The publishers hope that you enjoyed this book and 
invite you to write for the full list of Tandem titles. 


If you find any difficulty in obtaining these books 
from your usual retailer we shall be pleased to 
supply the titles of your choice upon receipt of your 
remittance. 


Packing and postage charges are as follows: 

U.K. One book 18p plus 8p per copy for each 
additional book ordered to a maximum charge of 
66p. 

B.F.P.O. and Eire 18p for the first book plus 8p 
per copy for the next 6 books, thereafter 3p per 
book. 
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Tandem Publishing Ltd., 
123 King Street, 
London W6 9JG 


A Howard & Wyndham Company 


While every effort is made to keep prices low, it is sometimes necessary 
to increase prices at short notice. Tandem Books reserve the right to show 
new retail prices on covers which may differ from those previously 
advertised in the text or elsewhere. 
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Most events can only be told after... 
This event was told before! 


Abduction is fiction before fact. Patty Hearst was 
abducted, seduced, brainwashed, and induced 
to commit criminal acts. But these events were 
strikingly paralleled in the plot of this novel, 
published two years before the Hearst 
kidnap ! Now Abduction, with its interracial 
ideological story of sexual terror, has been 
filmed, and again prompts the question : was it 
coincidence, imitation, or intention ? 


